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‘THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
Going Up to Canton ! 


HE grub's good!” said Billy 
T Bunter, breaking a long 
nice. 


Bunter had been reficeting. 

‘This, apparently, was tho outcome of 
his roflections. 

‘Tho hour ‘was growing ate; and 
Harry Wharton & Co, wore growing 
sloopy. But they were not in a hurry 
to turn in, ‘The strange new scenes 
about them still held their attention. 

Tho huge Chinese hortseboat floated 
lowly up' tho Canton river, under a 
spread of embroidered silken’ sails. 

The far-off banks of the great ri 
were lost in the nig! 
where a. light twinkled from’ some 
Chinese village, or from some hong or 
go-down. 

Hong Kong and the China Sea lay 
far behind the Greyfriars 
or forty miles behind. Bu 


“the city 


of Canton, where lay the home of Wun 
Trung, wen still «greater distance 
ahead 


Gliding sampans and junks appeared 
and disappeared in the shadows of the 


night. Coloured lanterns ticd to their 
masts and rigging glimmered through 
And the eyes of the 

ie 


the darkness. 
Greyfriars-juniors rested on every 
ag it appeared, and followed it ¢ 
disappeared. Once already since leaving 


Hong Kong, Mr. Wun Chung’s house- 
boat ‘been attacked river 
pirates; and Harry Wharton & Co. 


wordurod if there was more to come. 
‘A forest_of coloured lanterns glim- 
mered. on the houschoat. Serving-men 
in highly-decorative Chinese garb-camo 
and went with | soft-padding feet. 
Ferrera Locke sat in conversation with 
Mr. Wun Chusg Lung, encaking 
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party—thirty * 


THERE’S REELS OF THRILLS IN THIS GREAT— 


Chinoso, mprehensible to the 
iors. ‘They sat on crimson silk 
ions, stutfed with softest down, and 
watched the scene about them; silent, 
till Billy Bunter broke thi 

@ remark on a subject 


Bunter, the most important 
universe. 
“The grub's good!” ho repeated. 


“That's all right!” 

"If that's all right,” said Bob Chorry 
gravely, “then everything is all right” 
murmuted 
» “is truly 


Of course, a fellow has to be care- 
tul,” said Bunter. “I tame jolly, near 
cating some of their beast 

“Snail plenty _nicey 
Wun Lang. 

st sniffed. 
‘ico for a beastly heathen, 
ho said. 

better be careful ‘what you cat 
while we're in China. ‘That stuff I 
thought was chicken at suppor was 
really frogs! I found out just in 
time.” 

“ Floggee said Won 
Lung. 

Another sniff from Bunter. 

“Well, the French eat frogs,” said 
Harty Wharton, “So do the Ameri 
cans.” 

“Well, 
Bunter; 


I daro 
“I say, you follows, 


velly nicoy !” 


I'm not g 
“and my opi 


to,” said 
that only 


‘a horrid beast would do it 
‘My hat! 

as that on a 

Nugent. - 
“Oh, 


rats! As I was saying, tho 


‘and. frogs 
things,” said Bunter. “On, the whole, 
Pm setisfied with the grub.” 

Billy Bunter blinked at the juniors 


though his big spectacles, as he made 
thie statement. | Apparently le expected 
eause general relict and satisfac- 


But the question of grub did not 
loom so large in the minds of tho 
Famous Five as it did in Bunter’s. 
‘They did ‘not seem to care much 
whethor Bunter was satisfied with the 
rub, or whether he was not satisied, 
indood, they did not caro much about 
Bunter’ or his views at all; though he 
was, in hig own fat opinion at least, 
tho ‘only fellow on board the houseboal 
who really mattered. 

“But grub isn't. everything!” added 
Banter. 


yp 
Wharton & Co. sat up and 
took notice at that statement. 

It was a surprising ono from William 
George Bunter. 

Certainly, hitherto, tho chums of 
Greyfriars had believed that Bunter 
considered that grub was everything, 
and a little more, and a few over! 

“Grub not everything!” ejaculated 
Johnny Ball 

Nee 


Scott!” murmuted Frank 
Nugent. 
“Did you think it was?” demanded 


Bunter. 


But I thought you didi” 
“Yahi” 

“Wait till you get hungry again! 
grinned Bob Cherry. “You've just 
eaten seven suppers, one after, another. 
Wait till you get hungry again—about 
en hour—" 

ba, hat? 

Icssod’ if I seo anything to cacklo 
ats As Twas saying, grab’s not every- 
thing, I'm sloepy: Whore am. I going 
to sleep?” 

The interior Bunter being crammed 
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to capacity, the fat junior was natarally 
thinking of sleep, which came second 
in Bunter’s estimation of the joys of 
life, ‘Talking came third. 

“So far as I can see,” went on 
Bunter, “‘thete’s no. sleeping accom- 
modation on this jigger. I pever 
‘thought about that at first I was 
thinking about the grub—" 

Go on thinking about it, and shut 
up!” suggested Bot 
to bed. | Where's 


“Tim ready to go 
the bed? If you fellows think I'm 
going to sit up all night, you're 

well mistaken, I've como out to 


with you,” continued Bunter, with a 
thrill ‘of ‘indignation in bis fat voice, 
“to look after you protect you. 
i Teast you can do is 
to I haye common comforts. 
‘That's the vory least, after all 1 


done for you! 
Tm, going to sit wi 

“My dear old oyster, we're not think. 
jut you at all,” ssid Bob Cherry 


If you're thinking that 


ing a 


“SOR cently, Chaeey— 
“Oh, really, Cherry—" 
“Forgot Your etistence, till 
began to make @ row with your chin,” 
said Johany Bull. "“Keop i quiet, ofd 
fat bean, and let’s forget your existence 


“The forgetfulness would be an 


gateomed boon and lasing!” remarked ¥ 


Hurreo Jamsot Ram Sing i 
jal? Bunter norted ‘with indigns- 
ion. 

‘As a matter of fect, gorgeous and 
magnificent as. Mr. Wun's houseboat 
‘was, slooping  scoommodation 
feormed to fave been over- 
looked when it was designed. 
‘There were no cabins 


or beds or 
‘that tho attention 


{iTbere ig one large room, and ong 
large deck; and at night you eprea: 
Your quilt wherever ‘you lke. Ht it 
rains, thero is shelter; if it is Sne, it 
is very ploasant to sleep on deck, ‘The 
houseboss will bring you any number of 


quilts, “I think you will Sind your- 
solves quite yas it 
is for only one night.” 


._ Bunter opened his mouth—and closed 
it again. There wss @ look im the 
Baker Strect _detectis eye that 
frequently closed Bunter’s mouth when 


ly he was going to open it very wide. 


“Right as rain, sir!” said Bob Cherr; 
cheat. - is 


“The rightfulness of the esteemed rain 
is terrific!” declared Hurree Jameet 
Ram Singh. 


“Tf Locke thinks I'm going to stand 


this sort of thing 
tor 1” 
n't find a fellow a decent 
bunk to i—— 


very well for you fellows! 
fou'ro used to roughing it in your 
humble homes. But a, fellow brought 
up, at Bunter Court feels it.” 

“Oh orikey 1” 

“And T oan, 


jolly well toll you,” 
hooted Banter thay 


‘that if I don’t have a. 


THE WAY INTO CHINA LIES STRAIGHT 
AHEAD FOR THE GREYFRIARS ADVEN- 


TURERS! BUT 


_ There was a deep and steady hroath- 


round him, 
fe down, ‘quills, pilod om | the 
lacquered deck, formed the beds of the 


juniors; cushions of tho softest down 


were under their dreaming heads. ‘The 
quilts glowed and blazed with colour 
under “the glimmer of tho mony 
lanterns, 


All oor the wide, long, deck, there 
seemed to be sleepers, rolled in gorgeous 
Guills. “A look-out man in tho bow was 
nodding; two or three men alt were 
awake, but drowsy. Onco or twice, @ 
soft, ‘padding footstep was faintly 


fai 
heard, as someone moved quietly about 
the glimmoring deck. * 

Te was a quiet, and peaceful seen 


But Wharton had becn 


ireaming of the 
‘attack of the river 


rates, and he 


remembered how peaceiul the houseboat 
nad seemed on tho waters of the Canton 


lifted his head and glanced round him 
‘at tho quict, slumberous scene. 


Soft, padding fect, almost soundless, 


sora moving. 

Wharton glanced at the 
man who moved on the deck, 
in tho glimmer of light from 
the, coloured lanterns, care: 

loss!y. 
‘On board the houscbont Mr. 
Waun's attendants scomed in: 


of tho other all along the route await aumorable, "and. to. Western 
{clone wan allo to the sub ves, ane Chinon sas very 
ject, thoy. wondored a li ‘much Tike another, The myn 
“On the principle that when TONG TERRORS PIRATES — Who wes_moving’ actow "hit 
in Rome, one does as Rome ORIENTAL MYSTERIES DEATH! of vision was of squat 
does, the Greyfriars fellows figuro, in native Chinese garb, 
were prepared to fall in with s : and "Wharton took itt for 
hineto customs so long ‘as they were decent bod to sleep in, I'm chucking up granted that he was ono of Bir. Wur's 
in China, But they wondered what tho thie party, and going back.” fhany servants, 
custom was, im this case. “Good agg” ‘exclaimeu Bob Cherry ‘The man was moving lowly, almost 
‘Bunter was indignant. His comfort hoartily.. "Let's hopo thors. wron't bo 


was threatened, other 


follows’ comfort, for that, mattor; but 


‘Bo was tho 


that was a triffo light as air to William 
did not give that 
thoug! His thoughts wero 


concentrated on his fat self. 
“Where do wo snooze, Wun Lung?” 
asked Harry Wharton 


‘Won Lung grinned, 
tt he said. “Plen 


tate oan Bk whe my 
tong best ‘anywhere likes.” 
“What. abouts. bedroom?” de- 


manded Bunter. 


“"No bedloom slong boat.” 
“What about a bed” 
“No beddeo,” 
“OW otikey!” said Bunter, Ho 
the: Famous Five = reproachfol bli 
“This is tho sort of thing you've 


landed mo in, you rotters.”” 
“Allee piecee velly nicey 1" said Wun 


Lang. 
“Yahi 

Forrors Locke cama across to the 
group of juniors, “s 

“Time you boys turned in,” be said. 
“You may sleep soundly; watch will be 
kept in caso any more river pirates 
turn up.” 

“But where, ato wo to sleep?” hooted 
Buntor. “This blessed heathen says 
there are no bed-rooms or beds oF any- 
thing 


“There | nevor 
houseboat,” said 


Locke, 


on. a Chineso 
with a smile. 


any beds, in Canton. Let's hope 
there aren’t any beds in China at all! 

“Ha, ha, hal” 

“Beasts ! : 

Billy Bunter rolled away, snorting. 
Bob Cherry picked up cushion and 
took aim; but he dropped the cushion 
again, remombering that Br. W: 
Chinese Housbost.was not the Remove 
passage et Greyfriars. 

"The Owl of the Remove disappeared, 
seoking ‘cosy quarters under shelter, 
sale the Teneas, Five seetioed os 

ferring to camp there under 
tho, ghining "stars, | Tho huge boat 
slid low and leisurely, almost at 
snail's pace, and from somewhere tho 
sweet strains of a lute tinkled softly 
through the night, to lull the slum: 
berors. And from comowhore else came 

a deep, rumbling, resonant snor 
Bunter, ‘whether he was satisied, with 
is eleoping quarters or not, was fas! 
and signifying tho same in tho 

‘way. 


‘THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
‘The Attack in the Night ! 
ARRY WHARTON’S eycs 
HS. 
‘All was silent and still. 
Faintly he could hear the 
swish of wator along tho beavy hull of 


‘the Chinese houseboat, slowly moving. 


noise, and glancing nt tho quilt 
covered sleepers on tho deck 

Harry Wharton gavo a sudden start, 

‘There was nothing in tho man's looks, 
or in his actions, to excito suspicion? 
and it was clear, ‘too, that ho was soon 
by some of the men’ who wore awake 
on the houseboat, and that they saw 
nothing suspicious about him. 

But a glimmer of wot on tho laoquered 
deck behind the man had caught Harry 
Wharton's oyes. 

No man belonging to the houseboat 
could havo had his shoes wet, leaving a 
trail of water behind him as ho, moved, 

‘Tho inan had como from the river ! 

Wharton's heart boat fast. 

Tho man was wet—wet from tho 
river! It was easy enough for 
swimmer to roach tho, slowly gliding 
houschoat, and drag himeelt over, the 
low side, in some shadowed spot where 
tho lanternslight did not fall. 

‘Phe Chineso boatmen who were keep- 
ing watch wero at a respectful distanco 
from Mr. Wun's guests. At that, dis- 
tance they might vary easily take = 
stranger for ono of tho numerous ser~ 
yants on the boat if they had not scen 
hin draw himself from the water. 

‘Wharton, with his heart beating fast, 
Iay still, watching the man. Ho was 
suro, oF almost sure, that tho man was 
stranger, an intruder, who had come 
from the river in tho shadows. Yet ho 
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hesitated to give an alarm, which might on the knife the villsin had di “Yah! Looks a slovenly sort of 
provo to be a mistako, after all. ‘Tho squat Chinaman crouched place doesn et eat ay ert tt 

Tt could hardly mean snother attack wild beast, glaring at bim. But there “Preity slummy, what?” 
of | the siverpirates, “Riverpirates was a rush of feet along tho deck, and | “Buntee no” likeet” asked Wun 

buneh, sword in band. the tong-man, who had evidestly Lung. : 

Tf the man did not belong to the been about to spring at Wharton like _ “Can't say I think much of the place. 
houseboat, more likely ho was. some a tiger, changed his intention and Still, I suppose one mustn’t expect too 
nightprowler, looking for a chaace to leaped to the sido. : much of blinking heathens !” remarked 
pilfor, on @ houseboat belonging to ® — Voices shouted in startled Chinese. A Bunter, with hie usual polished polite- 
Tich Inerchant of Canton. deeper voico in’ English called—the ness. sa . 

‘Hod then, as Wharton watched him, voice of Forrers Locke: ‘Shut up, you fat idjot!” seid Bob. 
sometbing familiar about the man, | “Wharton! What—” The Baker “Kick him, somebody!” said Nugent, 
‘about his squat figure, dawned on the fas, st Bis wide, an “Ob, really, yon fellows! My at 
junior. He had secn that thickset, in his hand. Qf all’ the bénighted heathens!” said 
Hquat gure beforo somewher wrtho Chinaman!” gasped Wharton, Bunter. “Tgok ‘at the. wheelbarzow 1 
say Could not see tho man’s face, “The man who attacked us at Macao He, he, hel” 
which was turned from him. Bus the —Kaog—tho man from ‘Tang A coolio was wheeling a barrow 
Jeeling that he had scen the man bo- Wan ‘a path by thg river; and. to 
fore grew on him, 2 sh eyes it was "an odd enough 

"The squat Chinaman ecased to move. | Barely escaping se acesping sight: Ins Chinese wheel 
He was standing with his eyes fixed cn beads, the squat 2 Sires eae wheel is in 
ono of the sleepers on the deck. And 2015 ove into the errors Locke 

in faco was turned @ little more Fushed to ¢! sires 
{Sars Wharton and's glimmer fom  Wrertn' words, an@ the gliering 
coloured lantofa that swung on ¢ Beaded" igo" With taney en 
i and a glint in his eyes, 

Feet itt aes was the Street detective fred" after tho men 

at Chinaman who had watched “H2 O00, a or a yellow face, of eh fon fhe her 
black, rolling“ eyes, in the dusky water Travelling by wheelbarrow is a com- 
as he pulled trigger, ‘There came back mon mode of locomotion in China. 
® cryand tho yellow faco vanished. —“E%, ho, he!” chuckled Bunter, 
They call that weird thing a wheel- 


‘Tang Wang, a member of tho Red 


: barron To suppose, 'Bonlghted 
Dragon. tong—the secret society who 

wore ruthless enemien of Mr. Wan and ‘THE THIRD CHAPTER. [7 

With JMG: secsicoat base ‘Wan Lung At Home! vance was odd enough to their eyes; 

Tho riverpirates who had attacked « Cos we bab Johany: Ball: gare:a) very Uoughe 

oe 3 jolly 1” a4 i ” 

eee ert tesa, Bes ton aniee ot Bright ‘sunshine streamed , ““Theso Chinese, now something, 


tho mandarin had érept on the house- down on the great river and Be romarked. | That barrow is con: 

oat with ono single deadly purpose the erent Gt oie « group on 

tho slaying of the Canton merchant's wa dk ute Bota a grep ge 
A half tho world, from far-off cit ‘anton as they drew nearer. 

England, to tho’ Flowery Land, the , Low-built houses stretching far} bere man pushing it. “That's tho 
ents of tho mandarin bad dogged the dnd there « tall square: building Histor Tight principle. "Til Got that barrow: 

tick on" Win Lung had been defested. Juniors later on discovered to bo pawar man can take feo times, the load 

Now, almost on tho threshold of his POPs! sans, junks, all sorts of with less. trouble.” ‘ 

feaching oul to himagatsy aed death craft, moored slong the banks, moored "Ole Johnny, plenty, cleseo!” ald 

Ring ober tho Chinese Suntor' af Grayr to, ome another, stretching far'out into Wun Lang. “Plenty all light 

friars ns ho slopt. mistress Jr", te menee Bob Chery modded, is 

V1 adjoining on the : a as rain!” he Om 

Fos some stconds Wherton waa hourly or * raft was inhabited by a wheelbarrow at home cou! carry 

numerous Chinese family. _ two men and their luggago; but that 
Streets, narrow and noisy, shaded follow is wheeling them along as if they 

from the sun by a screening of bamboos amounted to nothing.” 

‘or matting, crowded with jostling “Sometimes cally sixce, seven 

Chinese, continually getting in one people,” said Wung Lung. 

another's way, but generally with the © Bunter sorted. 

greatest humour. Everything that was strange to 
Shops, with strange signs in strange Bunter's eyes was inferior to overything 

nd noise! Noise, as to which ho was accustomed. Ho was 
alres learned, was the not likely to admit that anything in 


ted Bunter. 
‘said Johnny, Bull, 
on tho wheel, instead 


5, 
juniors 


rt 
department in which the Chinese the East was ahead of anything in the 


At tho camo moment Harry Wharton GoParen War 
loapt up, and, with the samo movement, “From somowhore camo the roar of “Ate we landing at tho wharf, Wun 
Sung bimeelf at the Chinaman. Grecrackors. Tt might havo meant @ Lung?” asked Harry. 
He stumbled over Wan Lung, and wedding, or a funeral, or just an “No, We goey slong canal.” 
there was an cxclamation from the exuberant Chincso having a good time. Mr, Wun Chung Lung, and many of 
Chinese junior as he awakened. Buthe Every day in the oer; fe China, 38 hie gorgeous attendants, had already 
reached the squat Chinaman, and be- rather like tho Fifth of November in [elt fhe houseboat, ‘No doubt Mr. Wun 
foro Kang knew what was coming, he England. wha already at his house, preparing a 
struck “with all bie. strength, catching Wun’ Lang’s almond oyes were wolooie for bie dietinpurshed pocstan 
the man under the jaw. dancing... Erery sight and sound’ was" Inatoad of ‘approuching tho! crowded 
A knife clanged on the deck, and a dolight to the Chinese junior of Grey- wharves, the houscboat was poled 


Kang staggered helplomly oway, stag: friars. who was home at last. by innumerable hands into 9 narrow 
ering & couplo of yards before ‘he felt“ canal, which apparently led to the 
cacy residenco of Mr. Wun. 

ras 


‘The swarming river was left behind. 


“Wako up!” shouted Wharton, “Yes, rather!” said Harry Wharton. _ After throading the canal for a con: 
clp “Popping!” said Jobnny Bull. siderable distance, the houseboat was 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” “Tho topfulness is terrific!” assured a watergate cet in a 


“What the 


ump—" Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, i 
“Whatteo matte?” _ , "Tsay, you fellows, therc’s a fright- after it bad passod in, the 
The Gresftians felons wore on-their ful row ‘going oni” remarked Bult watergate was cloted, 
fect at once, all of them exclaiming Bunter. "I cau’t stand this awful "“Tho honsebost poled on to the land: 
together. 10 ing-place, in tho, gardens that sure 
‘Kang scrambled to his fect. Leave of talking, old fat bean, and rounded Mr. Won's. house, 
Wharton hurgiedly clamped his foot there won't bo half so muchI” sug- "The Greyiriare fellows looked about 
‘Tas Mscxrr Liananr.—No. 1,18% gested Jolinay Bull them with eager eyes. Wido gardens, 


EVERY SATURDAY 


brilliant with | flowers, dotted with 

pagodas, summorhou 

artificial “cascades, 

Te waa a, soene of ‘gorgeous bonuty. 
‘Actos the gardens they could sco the 

house of Mr, Wun, which looked 

like a collection houses 


joined 
together by courtyards and passages. 


“Who's that , Wi ” 
aarvbg’s, thet Sobany, Wan Lang 


“That johnny So Fat" answored edi 


the Chinese schoolboy. 

repeated Bob. “Ho 
doesn’t look very fat. Rather on thi 
thin side, T should eay.” 

Wun Oy Aan 


‘Tho roots of tho different sections wero “Name So Fat!” he explained. 
inostly on different levels; and every “He, he, hel” came from Billy 
roof had its curled-up edge, lowei « that So Fat is 
with colour in the bright sunshine. a Chi He, bo, he!” 

Here and there an upper room rose good names slong Chins,” 


bovo the rest; but the buildings were 


slmost all on one story. ‘The, place 
looked as if 8 regiment. could hav 
found plenty of accommodation withi: 
its walls, For Mr, Wun waa one of the 


richest merchants in Canton, the city of 

rich merchants; and he “did himsolt” 

as mangnificently as any girdle-wearing 
Ki ‘Manchu dave. 


noble of the, : 
“My hat! said Bob Chorry, with a 

deep You never fet on at 

Greyf ‘ou Lived in a gid 


joa like thie, Won 

plage like this, ng.” 

‘Chiesa junior smiled. 

fot 80 bad” admitted Bunter, 

ith crtiggh blink rough is 

Spectacles. “Rather reminds me of 

Bunter Court.” 
“ita, ba, bat 

‘The houseboat was moored, and the 

Greyfriars party stepped ashoro, with 

Yerrers Locke. ‘They were met bys 

gentleman in” enormous hornerimmed 

Flasses, a. black skullcap, and © black 


hands with 
from which the juniors 
guessed that he had had a European 
training; for the Chinese in his natural 
state does not shake hands. 


“He, ho, bi 
“Cut the eackle, you fat chump!” 
id Bob. 


“Ho, he, he!” chortled Bunter, 
greatly taken by tho name of tho 
gontlemen in black silk. “He, he, ho! 
So Fat! He, he. bo!” 

Zt was rathor difficult for Harry 
Wharton & Co. not to smile. Such o 
namo as “So Fat” really was rather 
droll to their cars. 

“Him secletaly belong fatheo,” 
Wun Lung. ‘Plenty good seclet 
speakeo English all samoe English: 
mai 

‘Mr. So Pat was speaking to Ferre: 

‘© in Chinoso. But whon ho ad- 
dressed the juniors, in their turn, he 
broko into ‘eloquent English, which 
rather rominded them of tho language 
as spoken by Hurree Singh. 

“Mr. Wun make request I meet you 
and_take you along house,” said Mr. 
So Fat gracefully. “Top of an after- 
noon to you!” 

‘This was, evidentls, English; but 
Harry Wharton & Co. wore a’ little 
Puzzled by the top of an afternoon, 


id 


‘upor 
But they worked it out that Mr. So Fat 


must have heard the expression top 
of the morning” during his European 
lucation, and was innocontly sulting 
to the time of day. 
Br. Wun wait to grect you in tho 
oot ‘hovel bis house,” wont on tho 
fecrotary to Mr. “Wan Chung Lung, 
“His heart will expand with delight 1é 
you will condescond to walk with your 
Sweotaniclling footsteps ‘to his distal 
fand misorablo abode.’ 

Thie was Chineso politeness. 

“Will you stoop to accdmpany this 
humble ‘person, 'O.- born-many-yeuts: 
boforome?” pursued Mr. 80 Fat 

“He, he, he!" camo from Billy 
Bunter, 

‘As Bir. Sp Fat was more than twice 
the ago” of any “fellow there, “that 
Chinese’ form of courtery had its droll 
sido to the juniors. A Chincse cannot 
corapliment visitor more than by 
attributing to him a venerable age. 

Bunter’s chuckle was quite out of 
place," Chinese politeness is, porhaps, 
& little overwhelming; but there are 
many European customs equally absurd. 
‘A Spanish gentleman will tell a. visitor 
that his houso and all it contains are a¢ 
his absolute disposal; but he would bo 
Kory much surprised if the visitor took 
him seriously and asked for the title: 
deeds. An Lnglishman. will sometimes 
sign himself, “Your obedient sorcant ": 
but he would be aitonished at being 
treated as one. ‘The Chinoto gentleman 
carries tho same game to © further 
extent, representing himeelf ag a miser- 
ble worm craving at the august. and 
Yenorable feet of his visitor; but. tho 
Worm would certainly tura if trodden 
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Pe So Fat glanced at Bunter, ap- 
bia fat chuckle. 


ently, surprised by, 
‘Cherry &. nurroptitious 


Be on the oma va the Remove, which 
ghana’, ‘Bunter’s chuckle into a sudden 
se. 
“How well speak English, Mr. 
So!” said’ arsy. Woarton, to draw the 
secretary’s attention off Bunter and his 
bad manners. 


Mr. Bo beamed. 

“You. think so!” ho exclaimed. 
“Yee. Tn your country, sir, I com 
sumed large quantities of midnight oil 


study, and it is true "4 
language. pure and uni 
have employed considerable ‘cought i 
thie department. Also, I have had the 
advantage of ing hsely, in in 
British “awsociation. Whi has 

ittering polish to my" Eoglish 


‘Mr, So was evidently proud of his 
English, 

“Bat if you will have the overwhelm. 
ing condescension to dog my wretched 
feotsteps, I will indbeate way to houae,” 


said Ferrers Locke. 
Greyfriars fellows followed 
the bowing, smiling secretary, 
furhe, distance to the house, by pate 
brilliant. with flowers, or shad 
deoutiful shrubberies. ‘They arrived 
the grand entranco at last; the house 
had many entrances; but it was ey 
dently the grand entrance to which Mr. 
So Fat led there distinguished visitors, 
Before the entrance atood the dovil- 


dovices. 
‘To enter tho houso it, was necessary 
to walk round the end of the huge 


end 
Touficteea guatded. selelythe’ boose 
f Mr. Wun; devils cannot turn corners 
like buinan ‘beings. 

‘As an additional precaution against 
these troublesome creat ange 
Jean cat was chained by, the scree, 
Cats keep off devils—in Chins- 
as electively ss the screen itself. 

The cat wae bowling eather dismally, 

to get its head out of the collar. 
Bvopebly St did not realise what 8 useful 


K parpose it was serving. 


many 


wae pescbacost 


‘whom Of ereckors that made the 0 


in 
the visitors in. They backed and 
and bowed and backed, with » 
respectful faces. The juniors a not 
help feeling that tho sceno was more 


HES a comb opete than Teal lio; bet Sor 


they were careful to keep serious, for 
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it was all very serious indted to Mr. 
Wun and his many myrmidons. 

Through files of backing and bowing 
figures in gorgeous garb the juniors 
passed through a wide doorway at the 
end of the ko-tang, into a courtyard 
decorated with palms in tubs, 
strange dwarf troce in pots. Across this 
wide court, So Fat & Company bowed 
them, ‘through another doorway, into 
a all which was ovidently a ve 
special apartment guests 
foe aare ips tatres. 


ee thee open the stones apaslabink 
seemed rather bare, the furniture being 
‘Yery sparse, the decorations little more 
than two or three tall jars and » couple 
of pictures, Each of she jars, had they 
Xnown it, was more than fivo hundred 
years and of priceless value, 
Crammed ‘with rose-leaves, they spread 
leasant scent the room. 

fero Mr, Wun awaitod them. 
Behind Mr, Wun, at a distance, were 
ith drums, bells, gongs, 


your of sound that was "absolutely 
deafening "to. gpr1 unaccustomed fo 
Chinese mm 

‘From outside, roaring fro-crackers 
joined in tho welcome; an, a 


of November at home veem a likes mur. 
mauring whisper 
“Tho house seemed to rock to tho dia, 
“My bat!” murmured Bob Cherry, 
Jeo to stop his cars, but restrained 
politeness, “This is giving us 
utah honours with a giddy  veo- 


Then Me. Won addressed 
Ja flovery, language ho exuod 

thoir fect aad basked in tho august 1 

thins of tet condescending prow 
‘After which they wero seated on low 

innumerable attendants: 

ht in refreshments. 

Billy, Buster's litte round ever 

gleamed behind big glasses, 

was a part of the performance that 

Bunter could understand and appre- 


iat 

True, bo had to bo on bis guard 
against such delightfal tings os anaile 
gad frogs But there, was, no, doubt 
that the grub was good. ‘There was 
weil Test Soube that thore was plenty 
of it, 

‘Mr, Wun pressod his guests to eat— 
and they ate; but he evidently desired 
them to eat too much, Harry Wharton, 
& Co. did their best; but they had to 
draw sine somowhoro. Bunter was 
fellow who, for once, upheld the honour 
ofthe party, He ato at least an mach 
as all tho ‘ther fellows put togother 
god when they could do no were 
Bunter wae sill going strong. 


smiled on him geniay, 
plataly aan ‘A Chineso guest must 
eat much, in compliment to his host. 


Buater was tho follow to pay a host in 
China the very highest compliment in 
that, line. 

Where Bunter, put it all puszlod bi 
companions, and perhaps pi 
Won, But there. was, no doubt: that 
Mr. Wun was delight 

He fairly on Bunter. 

‘Tho glance of his slanting eyes was 
almost affectionate, 

Bowl after bow! of varied foods was 
pressed on Willism George Bunter 
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and his answers were seldom in the 
negative. 

His friends began to entertain serious 
fears that he would burst. 

He showed: signs of exortion. - His 
fat face waa ced poepiration trickled 
down his podgy faeo; he granted con- 
siderably, and gurgled « little. 

‘But theso sounds, horrid enough at a 
Enropean table, were musio to the ears 
of his host. For it is a Chinese custom 
to mako noises in order to indicate how 
much one enjoys a meal 

Bunter, undoubtedly, impressed Mr. 
Wun as'the best-bred_ member. For 
the others mado no noise at all in eat- 
ing; and Bunter made enough for the 
whole party. 

Every grunt, every gurgle, brought = 
amilo €0 Mr. Wun's {econ anda 


order to the sorvitors to to belp Saat 


ay 
single mouthful. 

‘Then tiny cups of boiling hot tea 
completed the meal, and the ceremony 
was over; and all the members of thi 
ecm cr caste eile 

fr. Wun's hospitality on subsequent 
be on a rather more 


gccasions would 
limited scale. 


Bunter had a fooling that he had 
landed "in “the seventh heaven. His 
opinion of tho Chines rose. very. con- 

niderably. People who fed a. fellow 


Tiko this might be benighted heathens, 

bat thore was & lot to be anid for them, 

‘And Billy Bunter, at least, would have 

beon satisfied never to see Greyfriars 
nut to settle down among 

ots for ever, When Bunter rolled 

out "with the ‘others to look at. the 
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ILLY BUNTER was not asleep. 
ee et a 


gra] tie hee 


that golden afternoon, He had en 
such a feed a3 ho had offen 
Tt was 
true that be found it rather heavy to 
carry out with him. But it had been 
gorgeous~great! 

‘Harry Wharton & Co., conducted by 
Wun Lung and Mr. So’Fat, were ex- 
ploring the vast gardens of the Centon 
merchant's mansion, with their endless 
‘and flower-beds, and shady 
shrubberies, | and | rockeries, and 
ascades, an a, 
ee 
gilded cages. Bunter, however, had 
foon tired of walking. And be had 
found a cosy corner for a rest. 

{Thoro was an old stone sont, almost 


and 
rooted it uty ri down’ there, 
¢ himself up'to happy repose. 
Tho other fellows walked on, and were 
lost to sound and sight; but thoy were 

jing to pick Bunter up on their way 
Backs after exploring the gardens, 
Bunter leaned back, his eyes half 
closed behind his big’ spectacles, and 
ested aftor his exertions in tho feast 
a 

Through the oleandors osme red 
slimamers of the -ectting sun, sinking 


Everybody collects cigarette cards. Here 
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teyond the walls of Canton, oror the 
Sone lil OF Womans’ Seve for the 
twittering of birds, and tho occasional 
soft note from a frog among the pools, 
all was silent. 
Bunter, in a happy dreamy state, was 
thinking’ of nothing in, particular; 
ely, but pleasantly, he roviewed 
is fat mind the many delicious 
tng he had eaten. 
ren there came a soft rustle in tho 
fhickets ‘round hire, Bunter did not 


‘Through an opening in the shrub- 
beries, he had a glimpse of blue, as 
someone moved there, 

He concluded that # was ono of the 
blueslad gardeners who seemed _in- 
numerable in the gardens of Mr, Wun 
Chung. Lung. 

Ho did not stir. 

He only hoped that the man would 
not disturb him. Bunter did not went 
to more. Ho did ncs want to speak, 
Enjoyable as that tremendous feed had 
been, it was telling a littlo on Bunter. 
Ho felt that he did not want to rove 
for a very long time, 

‘Tho man in the garb of blue cotton 
gould not have observed Bunter. there. 
Ho was quite hidden from sight in that 
shady nook, and no one could have sen 
him without coming close up to the sat. 

The man had backed into the shew! 
bery where it bordered the path, at a 
little “distance from Bunter, tho seat 
ig well back from tho path with 
thick growths betsreen. 

His back was towards Bunter, and his 
back did not moro. It remained os 
jmmovablo as if it were a fixed part of 
the surroundin, 

Tt penetrated into Bumter’s fat mind 
at last, that the man was crouching 
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there, hidden from view, but watch- 
ing the path. Obviously be had no 
suspicion whatever that anyone was 
Behind him in the hide 

‘Bunter sat up. 

A vague fecling of ‘alarm he 
tho fat and happy satisfaction which 
had hitherto reigned in his podgy 
breast. 

‘Long minutes had passed; and tho 
Chinamen in blue wes still crouching 
there, motionless, noiseless, hidden from 
all “eyes ‘but Buntor's, ‘Billy | Bunter 

red at him with growing uneasiness. 
PTT he was ono of Mr. Wun Chung 
‘Lung’s gardenors, what the dickens was 
ho up tot It he was not, who and what 
was ho? 


Bunter's eyes were wide open bebind th 


hin big spectacles now. 

Tt wor bono. in ‘pen his mind thet 
the crouching, stealthy man in tho 
shrubbery was not ono of Mr, Wun’s 
humerous retainers, but that he was 
there for mischief. By that path, the 
Greyfriars party would presently be 
coining back towards tho house. With 
them would be Wun Lung, whose life 
was sought by the Red Dragon tong. 

inter remembered tho incident on the 


Cho-kiang. 
‘erumbs!” breathed Bunter 
silently. 
pny satisfaction was gone now, for 
|. ‘That enjoyable feast faded 
Silly Bunter's mind. Wi 
ten feet of him was a mi 
learned that Bunter's ey 


him, would kill the fat 
little compunetion as if he had been a 
mosquito. A shudder ran through 


William George Bunter from head to 


foot. 

‘Ho dared not move, 

‘Ono movemont might have alarmed 
the squat Chinaman, and drawn the 
laro of those fierco’ slanting eyes on 

unter. The Owl of tho Remove sat 
frozen on tho stone seat, 

Bunter had ben in no hurry for bis 
friends to return. Now he longed to 
hear the sound of their footsteps and 


voices. In the silent, spacious garden, 
ho sormed to bo alono in wilderness 
with the ferocious tong, ‘Aud yet 
he roalised that, when tho juniors came 


back along the’ path, Kang was ready 
for them—watching ‘and ready, What 
‘was going to happen then? 

‘Tho squat, blueclad figuro stirred. 
In a red glimmer of tho sun that came 
through the leaves, thero was s gloam 
‘of bare stcol, A knife was in tho hand 
of tho man who crouched. x 

Bunter felt his fat heart sicken within 
him. Kang’s yellow hand was thrown 
back behind his head, the lutife ia its 

‘idootly in readiness for burling the 


tnd the Cl 
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fall transfixed, slain in his own home 
where he bad came for safety from 
fer-off England. Bunter sat frozen, 
his eyes glued on Kang. Faintly, 
from ‘the scented gardens, came the 
found “of, footsteps, “of "voices “of 
Iaugh. Harry Wharton & Co. were 
coming. 

Bunter shivered. 7 

Bob Cherry's voice came to his ears 
Bob's powerful voice bad grost carrying 


ers. 

“Wun Lung, old bean, you're a lucky 
barges! Never saw a show like this 
in my life! Of course, I've never seen 
Bunter Court!” 

“Ha, ha, bal” 

‘The’ merry ring of laughter came 


ough thi 
SMe. plenteo glad you likea this 


“Tt is indeed s commodious and 
desirable residence, dear sirs!” came 
the voice of Mr. So Fat. 

“Where did we leave, Bunter? Ho 
gurled up, about hero,” said Frank 
N “Listen for his snore!” 


coming up. the path between | tho 


Shoe mee 
wi a 

Bunter saw tho knife move 
‘Thea it ‘was immovable again. | A 
gulver ‘had run through tho weiching 


naman. A few moments now, 


t tho Greyfriars party would be walking 


by under his eyes, and then— 

‘Billy Bunter leaped up. 

Ho did not think—if he had stopped 
to think he might not have done it. 
‘Ho acted as if by « volition not his 
‘own. He made a frantic leap towards 
the ‘crouching Chinaman, 


» and even as 
Kang started at tho sidden rustling 
behind him, Bunter reached him ai 

drove his boot into the middle of the 


‘erouching back. = 
‘Tho sudden, unoxpected kick took 
the saat Chinaman completely by sur- 
rise, and overturned him headlong. 
ith a gasping cry, he rolled out 
through the shrubbery and sprawled in 
tho open. path, almost at the fect of 
the astonished Greyfriars juniors. 


THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
‘Hunting the Tong-Man I 


“ OOK out” 
Ly BPE aeuaa 8 
“It's a las 
Wharton. oe 
“Oh, my het 
‘Tho squat Chinaman sprawled head- 
Jong, but in an instant, almost, he was 
com his fect. ‘The knife was still in his 


‘He glared round bim furiously, Bun- 
ter with a squeal of fear, jumped back, 
terrified out of his fat wits by what 
ho “had dove, end by what might 
follow. 

But the tong man did not oven look 
towards Bunter. ting eyes 
gleamed at Wun Lung, “round whom 
all_the juniors instinctively closed. 
{He lesped at the son of Wan Chung 

ng. 

T'was then that Me. So Fat_aston- 
ished tho Greyfriars fellows. So Fas, 
in his black silk gown, his black skull: 
cap, and his enormous horn-rimmed 
spectacles, with his weird and wonder- 
ful method of speaking English, bod 
rt rather a droll gentleman to 
Harry Whorton & Co. Now the 
chubby, beaming face of So Fst took 
on a sudden grimness, his black eyes 
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blazed through the big glasses 
fered (ss Kan own; ‘his band 
ES 
i 


out again with an automatic in 


Crackt 

In his European education, Mr. So 
had not neglected to acquire the art 
of handling the deadly weapons of 
Sy awed in a fe dom gris 

ins few seconds—grim 

tragedy emsong the ‘Siounters tad tas 
flowering shrul And it was well for 
‘Wun Lung and his friends that Mr. 
So_waa swift with his Ew 


The ioe ae eee tone 
3 Greyiriars ju oath: 
less. ‘Mr. So relaxed his tense altitude. 
The grim Berceness vanished. from bis 
chubby face; the good-humoured. ex 
‘pression roturned. 

Rit rah ort ig re has hopped 

3 he has ‘kicked one bucket 
“Is he—is he-—” stammored Bob 


rey. 
“Oh quite, I think,” mid So Fat, 
“But the eye of watcbfulnens is on hi 
and if there is movment of finger, 
ae fell 

“Samee fellee comoy along houso- 
boat,” anid Wun Lung oalmiye “Thi 
time he plenty caichoo.” 

“Oh crikey* “gasped Bunter, his 
eyes large end round behind his a 
iacleg, "Fata, gon followst "Oh 

joa 

“How did you epot him, Buntert” 

_ “Oh dear "Tho: boast was crouch. 
ing im the shrubs, with that kai! nN 
ready to chuck,” gasped Bunter. "Ho 
would havo got one of you—Wun Lung, 
T suppose. I biffed him in the bac 
with my boot and rolled him over, just 
in time. 

Yon played up “lly Sell, cla 
an ‘up ‘jolly ‘well, cld fat 
Paald Bob Chevy 

“Velly good, ole fattee Buntoo” said 
Wan ‘Lung. 

OF courte, T wasn't scared! Bun- 


ter was recovering a little, “Nothing 
of that sort, you know." 

Ten 

“Cool as ice!” said Bunter, “Like 


an iceberg, in fact.” 

“You looked it!” said Johnny Bull, 
with s grunt. 

“Oh, really, Bull—” 

‘Mr. So beamed on Buntor. 

“This stately and venerable person, 


born many years before me, to 
doabtedly performed, useful purpose, in 
delivering blow, with foot at paycho- 


logical moment,” ho said. “Tho pres. 
ence of mind of this honourable one was 
most exuberant.” 

Bunter grinned complacently. 

“That's where I come out strong,” 
ho, explained. “Presenco of mind, 
and pluck—thst’s my long suit.” 

“Oh, scissors 

Servants of the household and gar 
doners. were zoning up from ell sides, 
alarmed by the shot. roa 

So Fat spoke to them in Chiness, 


EVERY SATURDAY 


Batore tho erouching Chinaman could carry out is foul deed, Billy Bunter reached him, and drove his boot into the middle 


evidently giving thom 
‘the tong-man and take him awoy, for 

dozen of tho blue-clad sorvitors 
It Ggure in the path, 


and. bont over it 


‘Tho figure in the blue cotton seemed 
quite inert, 48 they lifted it from the 
ground; but a moment later it seemed 
to bo suddenly enduod with life. ‘The 
slanting eyes opened, the yellow hands 
olawod, and Kang broke from th 
of tho ‘servants and leaped away, ‘The 
gunning ,tong-man een playing 
“possum” ao cunningly that evon So 
Fat had beon deceived. ‘That he was 
badly wounded was plain, from the 
blood that, drenched his ‘cotton 

‘tained the path whe 


ro 
But the strength and Hi 


activity of a tiger seemed to be in the 
squat frame. 

‘With desperate energy, Kang tore 
himself loose and fled through the 


shrubberies, 3 
“Qwt Look out!” squeaked Billy 
tar. 
rack 1 Crack | 
So Fat, with fry on his face, fred 
twice; but the tong-man, leaping swiftly 
among the oleanders and tho ng 
wistaria, escaped both shots. 
‘Tho sccrotary shrieked to the sorsing- 
‘and there was an excited rush in 
rauit of the tong-man. It was led 
‘So himself, brandishing bis 


“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
Come on.” 
“Lun!” shouted Wun Lung. “Lun 


Welly feet.” 
‘And the juniors ran, joining in the 


of the man’s back ! 


pursuit of the escaping assassin. In 
the distance, they saw Kang reach the 
high garden’ wall and mako a dosperate 
leap at it 

igh as tho wall was, the desperate 
‘clutch of the tong-man reached the tiled 
top. But tho wound bed sapped his 
strength, and he failed to draw himself 
up. Again Mr. So's automatic spat 
fire, and a bullet crashed on the wall 


Kang dropped back, 
enraged He sprawled on. the 
ied, but crowd of Chinese 


ground, but as the 
closed in on him 
‘in and ran. 


ry Wharton & Co., staring eound, 
‘the tall, lean figure of Forrors 
Locke, automatic in hand. ‘The Baker 
Streot dotective had been drawn to the 
scene by the wild uproar. 

Kang dodged and ran on, slong the 
foot of tho wall. He left’ 2 trail of 
crimson behind him, on trampled ferns 


gad dwarttrecs, ran. Thore wore 
oF jinese in’ the gardens 
now, yelling like demons, brandishit 

tail cr cobs ob few bested 


the tong-man. "The escape of the wretch 
‘was out of the question, but he dodged 
and ran, and twisted’ like © hunted 
beast, Fivo or six armed men eppeared 
ahead of him, end ho left tho wall and 
‘cut aoross the gardens, almost into the 
arms of s body of his pursuers. But he 
eluded them and dashed into little 
Pasods. One pursuer, rushing in after 

im, barely escaped & knife-siash, and 
sprang away again. 


he sorambled up he 


‘Tho wretch was cornered now. Round 
tho pagoda circled half a bundred ex- 

ted Chinoso with fierce facos and 
brandished woapons. 

“‘Thoy've got him now!” panted Bob 
Cherry. 

“Tho gotfulness is terrific.” 

“Mo tinkeo that tong-man no liveo 
plenty, too mach long !” murmured Wun 
_ Wharton glanced at tho Chineco 


. 

ET suppose ho oan be collared now, 
and handed over to the Canton police”? 
4 


‘Wun ‘Lung chuckled, 
“Policey man along Canton, plenty 


. too much flighten alor Red Dragon 
be ai MF No tlouble 


tong,” he answered 


wan. 
but vhat——" 

““Fatheo comey !” suid Wun Lung. 

Mr. Wun Chung Lung was approach. 
ing. errors Locke camo with him, and 
they joined So Fat in front. of the 
pagoda. ‘Tho yelling voices of the crowd 
SF Chireso were stilled in the presence 
of Mz. Wun. 

Within the pagoda the desporate men 
crouched, ‘knife in band, with no hope 
fut to. sell his life dearly. ervers 
Locke turned to the Greyfriars follows, 

“Wharton !” he called. 

“Yes, hz. Locke.” 

“Go'back to the howe with your 
TIRE eiiors exchanged gle 

1 juniors exchanged glances. 

"Very well, Mr. Locke," answered 
Harry quietly. de 

‘And the juniors let the spot, realising 
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that Ferrers Locke's view was; that what 
was to follow was no sight for their 


“Better not ask, I think,” answered 
Harry, 


ity way 
Probal 


austible eloquence, 
ry Wherton & Co. could not help 

of it, and thoir thoughts Jin- 
ge h tho desperate man cornered 
in the pagoda, 


‘THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
A Walk Round Canton | 
gry ETTER take chairs!” said Billy 
Bunter. 
“Bow-wow I 
“I£ you fellows think I'm 
my legs off—* 


oer. 

Ht was, couple of days later, 

‘The affair of Kang—howover it had 
ended-—had beon dismissed from tho 
minds of the Greyfriars party. 

‘Two days bad possed in tho m 
cent residence of Mr. Wi ant 
juniors hed found the time pass swiftly. 

‘Tho immenso rambling house, full of 
odd nooks and corners, was open to 
thom, except, of course, the women’s 
apartments, ‘Tho gardens wore at their 
command, with their lakes and streams 
‘and ponds, bridges and perodes, 

sung’s sister, 


(thoy ad seen Wan e 
little Wun Sap, as sho was still a child 
and not yet in soclusion, ‘They had 
boon presented to the grandfather, Mr. 
Wun Ko, » rather torrible old gentlo- 
‘man, moro thoroughly Chinese, if pos. 
sible, then Mr, Won Chung Ling, end 
thoy had boon rathor entertained by the 
favo, and respoct with which the rich 
Canton merchant treated the tosty old 
gentleman. 

Mir. Wun Ko carriod a bamboo cane, 
which, eccording to Wun Lung, ho 
cometimos Isid about tho mombers of 
tho household when he was displeased 
including Mr, Wun Chung Lung, 
whote ripe ago of fifty did not exclude 
}iim from an honourable beating if his 
honourablo parent was cross with him. 

‘The Groyfriars fellows learned much 
of Ching and Chinese ways in Mr. Wun’s 
establishment, and they learned that 
though the establishment was tho pro- 
perty of Mr. Wan, his aged father was 
undisputed taster of it, and Mr. Wan 
would never hare dreamed of opposing 
¢ single wish of the ancient gentleman. 

Thera | was, omething the juniors 

‘Tue Mooxer Liszany.—No. 1 
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rather liked about all this, for, after 
respect for age was unde ya 
thing, though carried in China to in- 
ordinato lengths. | : 

‘Mr, Wun had insisted that his son’s 
friends should remain his guesta for at 
east a couplo of weeks—Mr. Wun Kono 
doubt having been consulted frst, his 
will being law in the house. 


So long as the threat of the Red 
Dragon tong bung over the Chinoso 
juoior, he, ‘was to remain “with “his 
family, and his friends bad no doubt 
that bo would be safe there. ‘The fate 
of Kang was not likely to encourage 
furthor emissaries of t rin. to 
peustrate within the carefully guarded 
walls. 

On the third day the juniors were 

ing out to sco some of the sights of 


nton. 
But what happened at Singepore and 
‘at Macao caused Ferrers Locke to take 


JUST A MOMENT! 
bound to laugh at this 


amusing joke which wins a pocket 
knife for W. cot 
Street, Everton, 


Mike : “| Well, Pathrick, and 
the 
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plenty of precautions. He was going 
With them himsolf. Mr, So Fat. was 
going also, to point out objects of 
terest in the city, and six of the Wun 
retainers were to walk behind—armed. 
In these circumstances it did not seem 
a that harm could befall the Groy- 
friars party. 
‘Wun Lung did not go with his 
friends. Now that he was safe at home 
jorhaps his father might have lowed 
im to walk abroad under guard, but 
Grandfather Ko decided otherwise. 
Grandfather Ko stated that Wun Lun; 
was to remain withio the walls, end 
there wes no appeal from Mr. Wun Ko’s 
decision—no thought of any appeal from 
it, It would never have. c the 
mind of Wun Lung or his father, to 
entertain, a contrary thought, after 
Grandfether Ko had decided. And had 
‘Wun Lung o_Sront grand: 
father, Mr Wun Ko himself, though 
‘over seventy, would have cendered him 
the same unquestioniag obedicace. 
‘Tho chums of the Remove looked for- 
ward to stroll round a city. like 
Canton. Bunter liked the excursion— 
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indeed, he, was gving to do «, lot of 
shopping, funds. agait 
enerous’ Mr Wun boing the source. of 


is prosperity. But Bunter did not like 
wating. Buntor’ peetorvel to bo 
carrie 

was oversuled. 
chairs through the 


ied in 


‘Narvow stroots, rhostly paved with 
stone-slabs, were sheltered from the sun 
by. roofs, or screens of bamboo. 


Glimpses ‘of bright blue sky camo 
through the openi: 
Big wooden sign-boards hung out 
fromthe walls of shops insoribed with 
words in Chinese. < rs in black 
or gilded letters. Moat of the shops had 
open fronts, many of them being stocked 
with Chinese curios, and antiquities 
specially prepared for purchate by 
“foreign dovils” 

Mr. So Fat, his flow of English moro 
gzuberant than ever, was & grou’ guide, 
English was not always to 
low, and he told the juniors about ten 
times a3 much as they could understand 
or remembet. But the chums of Grey- 
friars enjoyed every minuto of tho 
ramble among jostling, good-tom- 


pered crowds. 


s 


ious, and much to bo dosired| 

Poor and inconsiderable persons turned 
out of hearth and home will complain 
Piteously; but in it not the onse that 
progress must march in am advancing 
Girection? Yes 
Road Up?’ is » sign of jolly old 
civilisation overywhoro!” grinned Bob 
Cherry. 

‘Tho juniors laughed; but Mr. 80 

tho remark quite seriously, 

Il over China, in these progressive 
periods, roads aro’ universally up!” 1 
rf make new rouds, new rai 
regardless of spirits of honowr- 
ancestors disturbed by puftiag 
ongino! China is now protty consider- 
able devilish go-ahead! Ob, yoo!" 

Ms. So Fat, although secgotary to 
merchant of “old Chino,” was 
dently in sympathy, personally. wit 
the reform party. 

‘The juniors had noticed that ho wore 
no pigtail. But he had not advanced 
so for as European trousers. Mr, Wun 
would act have tolerated them in bis 
establishment Like so many rich 
Chinese, Mr. Wun clung to old custome 
#0 far an bo could. Grandfather Ko 
would have ordered the instant dis- 
missal of So Fat, had ho soen him in 
Western clothes. 

So Fat had to suppress the bubbling 
exhilaration of his advancod exuber- 
0, a8 he would have expressed it. in 
his own English, while ho was in tho 
service of Mr. Wun, 

But to the Groyfriars fellows, as 
representatives, of 8 civilised Western 
country, Mr. So mado no sccret of his 
extreme advancement. 

Trousers he approved, pigtails he 
abhorred; roads and railways end tolo- 
grapha and telephones, he would havo 
spread all over China, whothor needed 
or not. The cost he would have paid 
out of foreign loans, and the loans fater 
on he would cheerfully have repudiated 

‘Continued on page 12 


RESERVED FOR FOOTER FANS! 


i 


WANT to advance in football,” writes oa snabitious 
‘Maower reader, “ but don't seom to find it easy. How 
ean Ido it? Tom afraid that is ono of those questions 
to which it is ienpoonible to give a out and dri 

X think it ia quite poaible that in spito of all the 1 
searching for good football talent some of tho, 
playors are novor noticed. 

On the other, hand, I don't think the foregoing applies to 
sang players in thowo tna, and with so many of the eeoute of 
tho first-class clubs out and about, any footballer showing 
exceptional tolont is sure to be spotted sooner or Inter, 

In regard to this getting on in football, however, the 

‘to remomber that it docan’t do’ much 


‘answer. 
‘young 


At doesn’t help the advancement of « player much, for 
instonce, to keep on playing with a club when he ts ever 
80 much better than the majority of his colleagues 


‘and tho to whom no is opposed. Take gradual steps 
upward ;"aak for'e trial with a club meeting betker opponent 
than the one with which you are now associated, 

Most important ia it to remember this—always do your 
beat, because you never know who may be watching. In this 


gonnection I should like this week to tell you stories of two 
footballers who have slready earned distinction during the 
present eonson, “They ere stories which, in my view, merely 

ove the truth of stranger 
Evtion. 


‘old adage that truth is then 


notes in that of all tho goalkcopers in tho big 
Loagues ho, was tho last to be beaten during the present season. 
‘Bia “ fort” remained untakoa through more games than that 
of any other "keoper. Harrison joined Bury from Loncaster 
‘Town, and the mannor of it was quite interesting. 

‘Whon this goslkeeper was quito a boy ho kept goal in « 
match at Lancaster, and. ax it happened tho secretary of the 
Bury club wee present, This gentlemen made @ noto of the 
promiso of the boy gosikeoper, but Harrisan was then, of course, 
much too young to be signod ‘on. 

A fow years Iater—in 1926—Bury had need of anothor goal- 
Keeper, and while they were talking about this neod in the 
‘ofige of the olub one day the secretary's mind suddenly switehed 
back to that boy he had seen keeping goal in @ sohool sido at 
Lancaster. "Of tho sceretary wont $0 make inguirie; found 
‘that the promiso of the boy had been fulfilled, an 


that ho Rad advonced so that he Q tn 
prepie, ci Of his natioe’ tou. Fortnents, he seas 


HIE second story concorne © gentreorward who. hat 
done very well thie soason—Waring, of Aston Vill, 
hip this season.” As a boy, Waring sold obocolates 

fon tho ground of the Tranmere Hovers club, and I rather 
Janoy that he spent sorse of tho time when he ahould have been 
doing business watching the football and picking up tips from 
ita as day whe in boys wore getti 
yyway, there came « dey when cortain boys were getti 
up a wretch eloven, and they asked young Waring if he would 
iy. He. wanted "to play “very bediy, but ho beda’t say 
tall boots reslly worth pleying in. 80 ho wont to the 
seeretary of Tranmere Rovers, begged the Josn of « suitable 
[But of Boots, and off he went to play in the sratch “eleven, 
interest of the Tranmere secretary had boon aroused by 


Don't argue, It's a waste of time 
Let “Old Ref” settle your Soccer problems 
Hie'e a walking enoyotepmdia where the great 


‘tho chocolate boy's enthusiasm, and he went to se tho matoh, 
was impressed by the play of Waring, and the player was aigaed 
on. 


Both those true storics of prominent footballers of to-day, 
drive home with real foros the point I ask you to bear 10 
mind if you want to progress at this gamo of football— 


ao Dest becmise you mever Imow seh 
Ahreue go yer wow 0 may 


There are other reasons for always doing your best, of cours, 
bub thought of this one ta reply te my young resder who wante 
on, 


‘8 grumble about « football rals. "i wont to watch 
Tat Division match lest roonth," ho writes,“bet ween 
‘Areonai and Blackburn Rovers’ During. tho” guiae 
tho Rovere would certainly have ecored if an. Argénal (ulle 
hock had not Seted the ball out from under the bar, Why 
idn't tho rofores award « goal inatoad of « penalty kick, fro 
‘which, an'a matter of fact, no goal was scored 
‘Tho reason why tho roferoo did not award @ goal on that 
particular occasion was because be hoa no power to award 
E'goal io any olzcunsstancos unless the ball hes actually crocnod, 
6 fine between the poste. I gather that my young render 
thinks that tho refer ¢ should Have power to award & goal— 
instead of penalty kick--on occasions euch aa the one “io 
siontions and! Tot any right eco that X agroo with ths 
contention. 


A sido which docs overything noedful to score a gon 


N°: to deal with the letter of a young, reador who has 


including 


tho delivery of a shot which has tho goalkeopor beaten, but 
is provented from counting that goal benause o defender bron 
@ rule and handies the ball gots less than justico. A gonl 


may be soored from tho penalty kick, but goals aren't always 
scored frown penalty kicks, and no ‘goal was scored in tho 
perticuler incident to which my attention has boon drawn, 


CERTAINLY think tnat the rofereo should havo powor 
‘to award @ goal even if the ball does not actually onter 
the not if Bb is 


absolutely certain that @ goal eould have been scored 
but for some infringement by a member of the defenling 


Poople have argued th 
referees ; that they might gi 
Such an argument, howover 
in goneral, “These fellows wi 


but for a broaoh of tho rules by t) 


‘opposition, 


When a full-buck fists to ball out from under the bar 
there shouldn't be the slightest chance of his side thus 


escaping the full penalty of « goal against. 


A caso could bo made out agninst the eportamanship idona 
ofe ‘who thus tries to stop @ goal, and I agree tliat it is 
not ‘sort of ection which should be encouraged. On the 
‘ther haz, don't let be too savore on the fonder who leaks 
{ho rules in this way. - Remember that he ie strung up to. 
big effort, and that secing the ball going into the net he may 
uk out his hand inatinetivoly. if Be is'a good sportamna ho 
‘will be sorry afterwards. 
“OLD REF.” 
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2 
THE MANDARIN’S VENGEANCE! 


(Continued from page 10.) 


and left unpaid; after the exarople set 
by the Russian Bolsheviks, 

‘The juniors listened to Mr, So’s 
bubbling talk with interest; but they 
Wondered whether there was not some- 
fhing (moro, solid end permanent in 
“old China ” than in “new Chi 

“Later,” said Mr. So Fat, waving an 
‘enthusiastic hand, which narrowly 
missed the nose of '@ Tartar gentleman 
passing by, and caused the Tartar 
gentleman to jump—"lator, wo sweep 
sag all thay we here ew, grand 

‘and motor-cars by the ‘honous- 
ablo myriad! In this city, so far, there 
bas not been one inotor accident! 
Later, wo have our accidents, same as 
in honourable London—great, new 
hospitals shall_be erected, to accom- 
modato the vietims of immonso, trafiot 
Yes, China is slow—but Ci 
vances! Oh, yea, I ami ashamed to say 
that wo still cut off the obnoxious h 
of criminal in China! Later, wo hang 
‘ono another with excellent’ ropes, 
you do in England! Oh, yes!” 

“" ine! “grinned. Bob. 

“Hore there is little wheeled traffic,” 
said Mr, So Fat. “In the South of 


China wheels are few; onco they. were 
almost unknown, Jn the North, plenty 


Later we havo immense quantit; 
whecled trafic! Where 


‘Oh! Yes! 


is a way, as you 


Yralkod. on into the fiah- 
mongory rect. "Tho sighta in that 
wartor did not raise their spirits, 
They shivered at the sight of slices cut 
frqm living sh for sale, 
Johnoy Bull gavo an angry gro 
“Brutos "he atonloas kata et 
out of this 
“Th ia not pleasant sight!” agreed 
{LJ Burapo, I have soon 
honourablo Norway. — In 
would not do this ernel 


‘ortainly not!” said Johnny Bull. 
“And only rotten brutes ‘would do-it, 


f you ask mo, 
th whole heart!” said So 


Im England you bo 

ingland you boil your lobstor 
1 But perhaps ho liko itt Yee?” 
Johnny Bull started, and coloured 
yncomfortably. ‘Thero’ war a twinkle 
inthe beamlog yes behind ‘Mr So's 
enormous apectacles. Johnny was justly 
indignant at tho cruelty ho saw round 

im; but it dawned upon him that at 
homo there, were customs cqually un- 
feeling; and that, in fact, dwellora in 
glasshouses should’ not throw stones. 

‘Lata get out of it, anyhow!" said 
Barry Wharton, rather hastily. 

‘And they got’ out. 

In another strect, devoted chiefly to 
goldsmiths’ and ivory work, tho sights 
wero more agreeable, ‘The little open 
shops, cach with o solomn Chinaman 
sitting in it like 0 graven image, were 
full ‘of interest for the Greyfriars 
fellows. 

In every strect, tho crowds wore, thick, 
When a “chair” camo by, carried by 
coolice, there wero shouts and yells and 
shovings, to clear the way; but good- 
humour prevailed on all sides. 

‘An unusual hullabaloo, showing that 
somo personage of untsual importa 
was passing, made the Greyfr 
fellows look round. 

A magnificent pelanquin was borne 


on tho shoulders of half a dozen 5 


sweating coolies, and followed, and pre- 
ceded, by several serving-men in rich 
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attire. Silken curtains screened tho 
gccupant from the sun and air, and 
from the geze of common people. 

Rome jolly old grand ,frand duke in that, 

suppose!” remarked 

FRe hatt  ejenulated Wharton 
suddedly. “Look ?™ 

‘Tho blue silk curtain at the side of 
the pelanquin was drawn aside, and a 
feco that seemed careed in’ yellow 
irory looked out. 
Greyfriars fellows knew. And the namo 
leapt to their lips, 

“Tang Wang!” 


‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
‘Tho Meeting With the Mandarin ! 
ERRERS LOCKE made a swift 
"tho, palunguin hed halted 
‘As it’ swayed ‘on the shouldore 
of the coolies, the Mandarin Tang 
Wang looked out, and his slanting eyes 


1d seemed to devour the Groyfriars party. 


Ferrers Locke stood between them 
and the mandarin. 

‘The epee. of the English detective 
and the Chinese mandarin met, Locke's 
fsco, was » litle, grim, 
crept over tho ivory features of thi 
Sescendant of the royal Mings. 

‘A crowd of Chinese surged round the 
lario, 


bowed or kow-towed to Teng Wang. 
China is now—in name, at least a 
republic, and Jack is as good as bis 
master,” The Manchy dynasty is ape 
and the power of 
Sieon Bch te late of tho past is 
still strong on the Chinese, in spite of 
telephones and trousers and cigarettes 
‘and cocktails, and other wonderful now 
institutions, "The juniors noticed that 
even Mr, So Fat scomed awed by tho 


fight of Tang Wang, ruthless enemy as 
ho, was to 
“Greeting, said tho 


mandarin, in smooth, polite tones and 
faullloss "English." “Wo have the 
Pleasure of mecting once more.” 

Ho smiled again. 

“How happy I sould be to meet you 
in my own city of Panehan!” he ssid, 

smniled grimly. 

Tease” Ke aantod. “But yoo 
will nover see me within one hundred 
miles of Pan-shan, T hope, Mr. Tang.” 

“Who knows?” said the. mandat 


“<1 may persuade you to visit mo there i 


friends,” 


or somo of your youn; 


Tho slanting eyes glittered for a 
moment at the juniors. 

“Te will not be easy!” said Locke. 

“Tam Pee have @ fow words 


with you, 

mandai i you 
approaching nearer?” 

Locke stepped towards tho 

His right “hand was in ts poset, 


and all the jon 
en aulsesti. "Tang Weng 
ESTs, “ao Low soa oraet in os 


Locke,” said tho 


‘honour me by 


palanquin. 


stroots of Canton was a rather doubtful 

quantity ; and Locke was ready for any 

treachery on tho part of the mandari 
“Fear ae my 

Tang Wang. 

nobody—mercly @ 


friend!” siniled 
in Canton, I am 
itizen of our now 


“Ab, you English?” sighed the man- 


darin. 


“Thero is no mistaking your 
meaning when you speak! 


A Little 


It was 9 faco tho hi 
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crude, perhaps—but unmistakable! But 
my intentions are not hostile, A 
few words only! Mr. Locke, I admiro 
tho was you hove” beaten mo and 
brought the boy Wun from England 
tafo fo his father’s house, For I know 
that ho is safe there—I have received, 
at my yamen in Pan-shen the head of 
Kang_in a besket—a polite hint from 
Mr. Wun to keep my men away from 
establishment.” 
“Tako the hint, and save further 
lives?” said Locke, 
“The chief of the Red Dragon tong: 
docs not take such hints,” said tho 
mandarin, | “The boy, Won is fo 


for tho present. But 1 have not abated 
& jot of my demands on his father. 
Indeed, the ransom has risen! I now 


demand thirty thousand silver shocs 

from Mr, Wun.” 

‘The juniors listened in silence, A 
thoy were aware, was 


silver “shoo,” 
Iver in Chineso currency. 


an ounce of 
Obrioutly, tho demands of the tong 


had gone’ up. 
1@ boy Wun may be safo,”” ani 
‘Tang Wang. “But his English friends 
Tare they safe from my vengeance, Mr. 
Locke?” 

#T think 20.” 


still in China! said 
In China many things 
ee Did” you know, Mr, 
at may son, ‘Tang Lao, perished 
that’ was made on your 
Yeeht in the Reed Bea? 
“T guessed as, much.” 
For an instant the mandarit 
burned. 


in, 


eyes 
But his ivory faeo was per 


egret, it” said Locke calmly, 
bc A ” : 
@ i 0 calm 


Porished in 1g an attack 
1k my yacht 
board. An ascassin must talko 


one Sout of the Mings| 
Tang We 
Locke smaied faintly, 
ings will not end 
with the death of he said. 
“I am aware thet 


nung Went, Ty 

4 cy “stato of China, not 

lo that you may realise your 

, and restore the dynasty of 
tho Mings.”” 

‘The mandarin looked at him curi- 


"Fak yeu will not 
succeed by the methods you have adop- 
ted. Honesty is the best policy, even in 
1 Chinese mandarin who seeks to ocoupy 
@ vacant throne of the Manchus.” 
‘The mandarin smiled. 

* For all things mongy is needed,” ho 
said. “"Thero must. be @ wai 
oney, is the, sinews of ‘ar, as you 
English say. Tho merchants must poy. 

power of my tong they 
jo to pay. Few havo defied 
mo like Mr. Wun, and they have paid 
for theig defonco. Mtr, Wun zmust pay 
tBlety thowsand var shoes." 


onal pay nothin 
“But W We’ telend. Fercers Locko, 
should bo,e prisoner in my yamen at 
Panshan??" 

“'T chall novor bo @ prisonor there” 

“Or one of your young friends?” 

“T shall take care of 

“Perhaps even you will fail to. take 
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care of them!” smiled the mendarin, 
flsnoing at tho silent juniors “Per. 
aps, some time; one of them will bo 
missing, Mr. Locke! Then you may 
tell Mr. Wun that the English boy 
hungers and thirsts and dics—untess ho 
pays thirty thousand silver shoes! Do 
‘you understand, my friend?” 
1° understand,” said Ferrera Locks. 
“I do not think it will happen; but if 
if should happen, not all your guard 
Pan-shan shall save you from a, bull 
through your hoart, ‘Tang Wang.” 
‘Pho mandarin ledghed. 
“Te shall bappen, Me. Looks 
to draw you to the city of Pe 
ho said. "I shall bo del 
you there; you know much of Chinese 
tortures, but on that occasion you shall 
Tearn more.” 
He dropped tho silken gurtain and 
disappeare ‘The coolies 


man. 

Forrors Locko stared after the palan- 
quin, his grip hard on the automatic ia 
his pocket. 

Tn spite of his iron nerve. tho man- 
darin's throat, had sent something like « 
chill to Locke's hoart, and he was temp- 
ted to sond a bullet through the silken 
curtain, regardless. of juonces. 

Mr. So touched his arm. The Baker 
Streak detective sailed, and relinquished 

ig grasp on the revolver. 

“A very powerful and wicked man, 
sir? anid So"Pat,. glancing after the 
Bolenguin with ‘mingled respect and 
apprehension, “*It in said that ‘Tang 

fang has an understanding with 
warlords in the south—ho is very 

werful, and in Pan-shan his word is 
law, For thi 
honourable 


1 go not ner 
city.” 4 P 

T'll watch it!” maid Ferrers Locke, 
with « smilo. 


‘And tho walk round Canton was re- 
sumed, But the faces of the Greyfriars 
juniors remained overcast for,» time, 

the hard and ruthless faco of the man- 
darin, his eyes like black jewels set ins 
yellow mask, haunted thoir minds, It 
‘was not easy to forget Tang Wang. 


Bunter sat down on a stone under the 
Aerial views, and views of the 
eye of a bird, as Mr. So called them, 
id not appeal to Bunter, Not for ai 
consideration would he bare mous! 
to tho top, of the city wall. Even @ 
spread would not have drawn him there. 
“Leave him here,” suggested Johnny 
Bull. “He won't come to any harm 
unless he wanders awey.”” 
2,” anid Harry, 


‘THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter's Bolt | 


glanced. curlously "at tho Greyfriars 
. So Fat waved his hand. 


low Mr. Locke,” said Bunter, 
that the detective 


was almost at fis elbow. “"Dother 


ig spread at your honourablo feet, with 
‘or.and boats and junks, all extremely 


visible. What?” Locke! Locke's rather a nuisance! I 
“'Good egg!” snid Bob Cherry. don’t sco what he wants trotting round 
“Yes, rather! looking after you fellows when I'm with 


“Tho ratherfulness is terrific!” 

Billy Bunter gave snort. 

“You silly “asses!” he exclaimed. 
“Do, zon think I'm going, to clamber 
up,all those steps? Blow tho view!” 

“Fathead! Got a more on!” 

“Shan’t!? hooted Bunter. “Catch me 


going up?” 
e'll roll you down after we've been 

up!” offered Bob, “and we'll help you 
up, if you like.” 

“‘ How will you help mo upt”” asked 
Bunter suspiciously. zs 

“We'll take it in turns to kick you.”: 

“Heat, heart” 

“Beasts!” 


ile 
clambering over that siliy wall I'l 
round for 2 fan-tan place.” 
“You burbling jabberwock——" 
“Oh, really, Wharton! Owing to you 
fellows ‘mainly rofusing to lend me 
jour money, I never broke tho bank at 
fen-tan, win we wore in Maceo), Well, 
'm going ‘gain in Canton. 
Y'm in funds now, and this time, I can 


ou'ro 


ook 


round for the Baker Street 


3 


As tho tong-man made 9 

desperate clutch at the 

high wall, Mr. 80's auto~ 

matic spat fire, and a bullet 

crashed perilously near the 
man’s head 1 


toll you, I’m going to make tho fur 
By, Done eet Looe.” 

“iho juniors chuckled. 

Ferrers Locko was within three feot 
of Bunter’s elbow aa the Owl of tho 
Remove was speaking, Bunter did not 
obserse him, After all, a fellow had no 
eyes in the back of his’ head. 

Blessed if 1 see anything to enckle 
at,” said Bunter. “I mean it! Better 
hot tell Mr. Locke because ho might 
10 the check to interfere. Of course, 
T shouldn't let him, but—" 

“Shut up, you blithering ass!" said 


Nugent. 
“Shan't! You fellows get on, and 
TN fook round for a fan-tan place. 


I'm just keon on another little flutter. 
And take that interfering ass, 
Locke, ‘with you.” I don't want him 
meddling. Yeroooh!™ added Bunter, in 


e wild howl, es a finger and thimb 
elosed like a viee on his fat ear. “Ov! 
Wow! Beast! Leggo!” 

Ba. spun, round, and blinked at 
Ferrers, Locke. 

“Oh! gasped Runter. | Ho realised 
that the Baker Strect detective had 


beard all his observations. 
“You young rascal!” stid Locke. 
©Oh, really, you know! Teggo! T— 
Tsay, I was only j-ioking, of courso! 
(Continued on page 16.) 
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GEANCE/ 


I=I don’t really want—ow!—to play 
fantan! Leggo my oar! Ow 

Ferrers Locke reloased the fat ear, 
and Buntor rubbed it tenderly. ‘T 
dotective turned to tho grinning juniors. 

‘Twill romain hero with Bunter,” he 
saicl. “You may go on to the city wall 
with Mr So," 

“Righi-ho, 

‘Me. So Fat, spoke. to the 

‘and tho juniors hea lo 
‘Then they passed on their 


way. 

‘Tho city of Canton had a doublo wall, 
and tho inner wall is pioroed by atreots 
that run under archways. It was the 
innet wall that Harry Wharton & Co. 
asconded, ‘Thoy followed So Fat, and 
Mr, Wun's retainers followed them. 

Billy Buntor remained sulkily on tho 
stono soat. i 

Ferrers Locko, leaning on, the old 


of coins, 


eyo was very. watchful. 

Ilo grunted discontentedly. 

0 his disastrous “Butter” at the 
Chinese, game of fan-tan, in the Portu- 
RUCSO, ‘at tho mouth of 
tho Checkiang, Bunter had yearned to 
try his Tuck over again. 

Haying lost all his monoy on that 
occasion the fat junior might have been 
expected to reslise that be was not & 
pastmastor at that gamo. But lessons 
wero lost on William George Bunter. 

‘Ho still dreamed of winning huge 
sums at that delusive gamo; and be 
felt a coop sonse of injury becauso ho 
was not allowed to woo fickle fortune 
oneo more. 

Ualoss ho could got away from the 
other fellows, ho had no chance of « 
fluttor at fan-tan; and even an ass 
liko Bunter might have undorstood that 
it was dangerous to separate himself 
from tho rest of the pay. But Bunter 
could only undorstand dangors that ho 
could see; and his solf-confdence was 
unbounded, He fancied that he was 
the follow who could tako caro of bim- 
self, and so long as danger was round 
ibe, corner, Bunter was as brave as & 

ion. 

Now that the Famous Five wero gone 
up tho city wall, it seemed to Buntor 
thot ho had a chance of carrying out 
But that beast Locke was 
koeping an eye on 
dently prepared to tak 
fat car again if bo tri 
break, 

Bunter _ blinked 
through his big spectacles. 

Tt as liko tho beast’s cheek, Bunter 
considered, to interfere with h 
sonal liberty of action in this w 
if Bunter couldn't take care of biinself! 
Bunter wasn’t going to be looked 
Iter and kept on an apron-string; not 
if Bunter knew tt 

“I say, Mr. Locke!” he ejaculated 
suddenly . 

Forrers Locke glancod at him. 

“T think I heard Wharton call!” ox- 
plained Bust. 
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at him morosely 
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“I did not!” 


“I'm sure I did!” ssid Bunter. 


“Hadn't you better go after them, sir? 
They may bo in some fearful danger! 
OF dourte, Ten tot thinking of banking 


you're gono! Nothing of that 


in fact ox 
stupid boy!” said Locke. “It 
Sou should wander slone in Canton you 
would almost certainly be snepped “up 
by. somo. tong-man under the orders 
ht cost you your 
You heard what ho said to me 
2 hour ago. 
‘Bunter sniffed. 
“Tim not afraid of any heathen 
Chines, especially -an old. joseer’ like 
that,” "he answered, “1 fancy I 
take caro of myself,” 
You will remain where you ar 
atid Locke, frowning. 
Evidently words wero wasted on the 
obtuse Owl of the Remove. 
‘Bunter grun 
Ho war quite determined not to re- 
main where 


flutter at fan- 
ta there was 
room for only ono idea at a time, and 
at the present moment the 


fan-tan. 
Ho leaned back on tho wall behind 
the stono scat, and half-closed his eyes. 
Thi to givo Locke the impression 
jing to sleep. As soon as 

Locke's vigilance relaxed Bunter was 


going to bolt. 
‘Traffic was passing through tho gate. 


way under tho arch; and Buntor needed 
only a chance to mingle in it and 
escape. After which, boing on his own, 
he would seek s fan-tan dive, win a 
fortune by tho exercise of his wonderful 
Rifts of nerve and keen intellect, and 
‘then turn up at the house of Mr. W: 
safo and sound, thus demonstratin 
that he was quito able to take care of 
himsolf. ‘That was Bunter’s programme, 
Unluckily, fortune favoured tho fat 
way, froma the 


fine or ten tall, s 
camola, loaded with merchandiso, o 
‘and snarled after s couple. of ‘cool 
‘who lod them by ropes attached to th 
note-tings. ‘They filled the gateway, 
‘and one vicious brute—vicious from 
fatiquo, hoat and dust, and bard 
driving—mado a snap at Bunter! 

It Bunter had not intonded to moro 
he sould have moved then ! 

Ho moved 


the tense, esened ihe hicies ok 
o camel, dragged the brute back, 
bunch of animals swayed and 
led and lurched, and two or three 
ym interposed between Ferrers 
nd Bunter, One of them 
iped into the fat junior, and he atag- 
gered and yelled. ‘Tho next moment ho 
was running. 

Bunter’s first idea was morely to get 
away from the camels. But as Forrors 
Locke's voice shouted behind him, he 
realised that this was his chance! 

“Bunter! 


Ho heard the detective's voice calling. 
ho hoard 
fairly whizeed 


Like the ancicnt gladi 
but he heeded not! He 
round the nearest corner 

He, bolted int 
crowded with Chinese, Tai 


rs, Indians, 


all sorts of Asiatic denizen In 8 
moment or two ha was lost in tho 
swarm. 

“Bunter !? 


Onco more he hoard Locke's voice, 
calling, but at @ greator distance, If 
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Locke called again, Buntor did not hear 
him. He turned ‘another corner, and 
another; and thea ho alackened ‘paco, 
and grinned with satistection, Ho was 
not likely to be found now. 

‘Bunter was on his own at last! 


‘THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Curtained Chair! 
ARRY WHARTON & Uo. 
see ee 
city wall, in bright sunshine, 
So Fat waved his hand towards 


the city spread at their feet, rather li 
a showmen. 


th a ‘smile. 
‘Yondor tal 


‘This might be bis man’s 


i 
and New York! No! But 
China moves; somo day thero shell bo 
tiptop amazing, sky acrapi 
ol aha] 


groat size. There sigan 
factory chimneys! Yes! At. prosont 
tho atmosphore is-pellucid ! “But China, 


moves! Vater, there shall 
chunooys of facto 
Blackest scsoke! Yes 

“Ia that a Gro?” asked Frank Nugent, 
pointing to-a column of smoke rising in 
2 distant part of the dense city... 

Mr. So Fat gazed through his hugo 
horu-rimmod. ‘glasscs and. nodded, 
Boing. an advanced Chinese, Bo Fat 
nodded assent like a Europeen, instead 
of aking is, heac tt ines way. 

‘Yes, that ie fie,” ho skid. Thor 
2ro many fires in Canton; somotimes 
whole stzeet ‘will go upward in smoke, 
Bx you tay. This is often eausod by & 
Inmentable, accident to Kerosene lamp, 
which ip fast driving out the native 
Chinese lantern. Wo pay for progress !”” 

The juniors walked’ along. the city 
wall for some distance, looking down at 
the city within, and at tho vast paddy- 
fields that fringed the Canton river 


After an hour or so, they had had 
enough of Canton from the birdseye 
point of view, and thoy descended 
Again to tho archway whore thoy had 
left Bunter with Ferrors Locke. 

Locke was waiting for them there 
with grim expression on hin face, 
Of Bunter there was nothing to bo 


seen. 
ilarey Wharton glanced round for 

iim, 

“Bunter” ho began, 

“He is gone,” said Forrers Locke 
quietly. 

“Gone!” repeated the juniors, 

‘The detective's lips were compressed. 

“Year he found en-opportunity of 
dodging away. 1 lost sight of him nearly 
haif'an hour azo.” 

Harcy Wharton set his lips 

“The awful fathead !” he tauttored. 

“Ho disappeared in the traifio; and 
1 waited hero for you," said Ferrers 
Locks. “He must, of course, be found 
before harm comes to Kim.” 

"TP we all search" begen Johnny 
Bull. 

Locke smiled faintly. 

“T fear that, that’ might lend to 
further trouble,” he said. “‘Thoro aro 
many. agents of Tang Wang ‘io. this 
city, and we aro known to them, but 


bo immense 
galore, bolching 
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thoy are not known to us, Probably at 
this very moment we are being watched. 
Tam afraid I must ask you boys to cut 
‘Your excursion short and return imme. 
diately to Mr. Wun’s house, then I shalt 
bo at liberty to scarch for that foolish 
boy Bunter.” 

“OF course, sir! Just as you think 
best,” said Harry. 

‘His comrades nodded assent. Tt was 
disappointing, but they did not want 
to add to tho, trouble that Bunter’s 
folly had brought cn tho Baker Street 
detective. 

Locke's face expressed littlo, but. the; 
knew how deeply ho was disturbed. 
‘The threst of the mandarin was still 
in their ears. Wun Lung was safe from 
him in his father’s house, under 
watchful eyo of Grandfather Ko. But 
Fengeanco remained if he gould Tay bie 
hands on any of the Groyfriars pa 
And Bunter, wandering “on his own 
in the swarming streets of Canton, was 
at tho meroy of the enemy, though in 
his fatuous self-satistaction ‘ho did not 

it 
fppese the Canton police will be 


able to help, sir ‘Nugent, 
“Little, I think, ‘ke. 
“Chinese police are not much like what 
wo, know in Europe.” 
"In near future," said So Fat, 
“gigantic reorganisation will revolu- 


tioniso political institutions, rendering 
them clean as a whistle and bright as 
now penny.’ 

“No doubt,” smiled Ferrers Locke. 
“Now, Mr. 80, if you will take the bo} 
ome— 

“With immediate prompt dispatch, 
honored sin; answored So Paty and 


tho juniors followed him. When, = 
fow moments later, they glanced back 
Ferrers Locke had ‘disappeared. 

Tho Greyfriars fellows hed_ grave 
facos as they walked with Mr. So, fol- 
lowed by the Wan rolainera | Buster's 
fainous folly had a exasperating 
effect on them; and mingled with that 
exasperation was fear of what might 
happen to the cxasporating Owl. 

“Tho fat idiot!” growled Johnny 


Bull 
1e frightful chump!” said Bob 
Cherry. 
“The frabjous, footling foozler !” 
said Frank Nugent, “I hope Locke 
ick him jolly hard when he finds 


kickfulness is 
aper,” suid Hlurzeo Jamct Ram Singh 

1¢ esteemed Bunter is born to cause 
trouble, as the absurd sparks fly 
upward. ‘The ludicrous ass ought to be 
Ted about dogfully on a chain.” 

The juniors kept their eyes well about 
them az they walked through the busy 
streots, hot under tho bamboo awnings 
that Kopt off the blaze of the sun, 

‘They would hare been glad to search 
for tho missing Owl; but they realised 
that Locke was right, and that it was 
better for them to return to the safety 
‘of Mr. Wun's houso and leavo the tas 


the proper 


in tho experienced hands of the 
detective, 
‘Still, there was a chance of spottins 


him as they went, and they watche 
for him in the ever-shifting crowds of 
Chineso, Japanese, Arabs, Hindoos, 
Tartars, Tibotans, half-castes, end the 
rest. 
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“The fat chump is looking tor a fan- 
tan dive, ten to one?” remarked Bob 
Cherry.’ “He won't know whero to 
Took, and he may be wandering about 

re If we spot him ho won't 
age 
“No fear said Harry. If you get 
an exe on him, you men, just Bog hima 
at once, and we'll yank him along.” 

‘ou bet !? 

Tho bagfulness wil! be terrific. 
“And the vankfulness will be still 
more terrifie if I get a grip on his silly, 
fat neck I” granted Bob Cherry. 

So Fat was also watching ti 
for Bunter. 
cheerful exuberance had feded away. 
Te was easy to see that he was alarmed, 

‘The narrow streets swarmed, and 
down the middlo of the streets were 
borne “chairs” containing passengers 
who did not caro to go afoot, No 
Realthy Chinese goes sfoot if he can 


it 
Any ono of tho chairs, with its cure 
tains and bamboo roof, might have 
iden, Bunter. from sight ithe, had 

ady been picked up by tho enemy. 

Hallo, hallo, hallo!” muttered Bob 
Chery suddenly. r 

at——" began Wharton, stopping 
looking round, 
Seo that chair” breathed Bob. 

Ho made a gesture towards o chair 
that was being carriod along through 
the crowds by four coolics, in, loin: 
cloths. ‘Tho curtains wero closed, and 
ho glimpse of the occupant was possible, 
bat the cxertions of the carriers showed 
that it was not yacant. 

“What about it?” asked Harry. ‘The 
(Continued on next page.) 
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a 


chair, to his eyes, seemed exactly like 
‘hundred others they had soca. 
“One of them—one of those coolies— 
waa with Tang Wang when we met 
im,” whispered Bob. “One of the men 
in front—with a scar on his face.” 
‘Wharton started and stared at the 


man. 

‘Ho looked like any _othor chair- 
carrier, except that on his yellow face 
was a long scar left by some old sword- 
cut, probably in » tong fight with some 
rival tong. 

“Suro? asked Wharton, 

“Quite! I noticed him; he was one 
of tho coolies carrying the mandarin 
e" Greyfriars fellows halted, Tt 
might moan nothing; but it was certain 
that ono of the coolies, at losst, was & 
serwaat of Tang Wang. 


Be 


mal 
Mr, So Fat called to them, 
“Tf you honourable ones ‘will please 
to assume the promptness of immediate 


tole—— Ho al 
Harry Wherton mado « sudden dive 
through the crowd and reached the sido 
of tho chair. Iv would havo taken but 
& moroont to seize tho curtain at the 


Sido window and drag it away to get fh 
ole. 


ong glance foto th vehi." 
‘curtain, when 
scarred cooite interposed and shoved 


bim fierecly, bac 

“0 born:before-me, what, are you, to 
ot” exclaimed So Fat, in dismay, “Tt 
id by pomibility © woman in the 
‘and to look on Chinese Indy is 
trous offence. 0 honourable sir—” 
scarred coolio anatehed a, knife 
from his Join-oloth, and Wharton leaped 
hack. ‘The man snarlod at him like o 
ti 


Fat grasped his arm and pulled 
‘ign awa 
che 


gasped. . a 
“T beliove Bunter's in that chair 
‘Wharton, “That rotter with the 
is one of Tang Wang's men.” 
10 Fat stared. Tho four coolics with 
tho chair hurried on. For a moment or 
tivo So Fat scomed nonplussed, then he 
nodded. 


“Tho following ofthat ch 
present. desideratum,”” he 
lease to exercise extreme carefulness, 
for & scrapping shindy with Chinese 
mah ould be incalculable disaster.” 


iat and venerable one—” he 


‘Tho chair was heading for ono, of th 
city wates—as it was likely to do if it 
contained @ prisoner. They followed on 
behind, pushing through the crowd, 
wondoring whether it really was the 
fatuone Owl who was hidden by the 
curtains, and determined to discover 
whether it was oF not, 


‘THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter Bogs For Itt 
ILLY BUNTER blinked round 
him cheerfully as ho wended his 
way through the crowded streets 
of Canton. 
Bunter was fecling merry and bright. 
‘Mr. Wun had been very generous to 
Bunter, and tho fat junior bad @ couple 
of hundred silver dollars in. his 
session, "With a capital like 
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at 


chance, anyhow,” said Harry. bal 


Buntor had no doubt of being able to 
break s fan-tan bank. 

‘Tho question was fo find one. Un- 
doubtedly there were many dives in 
Canton there the i 


In any other eit t have ine 
guited his way at in the wirects of 
janton ‘white men were few and far 


end 
between, and it was not much use 
speaking to natives whose language he 

not understand. 
But William George Bunter was 
capable of bright ideas. If you lost 
ropean city you would 


iglish. Any- 
knew the word fan-tan. 
chair, end to-say “Fan-tan” 
‘carviors was an easy resource, 

It was to simple tbat Bunter, after 
If an bour of roaming through the 
swarming streets, wondered that he had 
ROE thought of i before. 

He blinked round in search of a chair. 

‘Thore was ‘one fairly on the spot 
and the “drawn-baok showed 
that it was varant. It was quite near 
to Bunter, and. the four caolies who 
garried it had their eyes on him. Per- 

aps they were merely looking on him 
asia possible customer. 

Bunter was not aware thet they had 
been following him, with the dhatt, for 
some little timo, ‘tally unaware ‘that 
hia “bole * from Ferrera Locks had been 
observed by apying eyes, which hed not 
fost sight of him since, ‘His fat brain 
was full of fan-tan, and he had almost 
forgotten the existence of Tang Wang. 

Bunter beckoned tothe coolies, and 
the chair ca: to him at onco. " And 
the ‘coolie with the sword-cut’ on bis 
sts Sad probably b dering 

fo Sad probably been wondering how 
be could get Bunter into the chair in 
tho crowded strcet.” Bunter had solved 
the difficulty for him. 

“Horo, you, what's your namet” 
asked Bunter. 

‘Tho scarred coolio bowed deeply. 

Mo" nameo Chong "La, be 
STEOh good! J Boglish,” 

Bi oa, mpeak Engl 
said Bunter, with satisfaction. 

“Speakeo allee samee foleign devil, 
sar!” answered Chong Lo. “Plenty 
‘You takes chair, you 

ar 
Banter nodded cheerfaliy. "Ten cash 
asa negligible sum, for the copper 
cash of tho Chineso had a value of 
about twenty to 8 penny. 

“Right-ho!” said Bunter. 

‘The coolies lowered the chair for him. 
Bunter certainly did not recognise 
Chong Lo as one of the mandarin’s 
bearers. Had he dono so, even Bunter 
would havo boen alarmed, 


‘You sit in this nicey chair, honour- 
blo sar! said Chong Lo, fakes you 


wes Wading fore. fantan house!” 
coe dwelt on him 
aco 
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‘The 


‘exchanged a grin bofore they 

started. Novor hed fat bird dropped 

#0 easily into tho not of the fowler. 
Bunter leaned back comfortably in 


19 ober. 

Ho amiled checrily. 

His bright iden was evidently a good 
one, No doubt these coolio wore auite 
used to scting as guides to, white 
visitors who wanted to see tho sights of 
Canton—the sights that did not appoat 
on. the As for danger, Bunter 
did not dream of it for a moment, 

‘Ho had not quite forgotten bis adven- 
ture. in Singepore, when he hed been 
‘earried off ins rickshaw. But ho was 
not thinking of that now. Hero in 
called’ «ont itn‘ Losioo, il that as 
called a taxi in twas 
all thore was about it. 

The chair swung on, jostling through 
tho trafic, amid many others, After 
while Bunter moved the ourtain that 
soreaned him from the sun, and blinked 


out. 
“Here, you, Chong!” 
‘The scarred coolio looked round at 


‘How fart” ssked Buntes. 
“Velly, soon now, sai 


the curtain fall into place, 
He 


Bunter 
nd aut, back comfortably again. 
had, glimpeod ahead of) him an, om. 
- mer ae was likely 

BES tee ear 

ealy there seas 20 
round the chaic. Bunter, with « jump, 
the voice of Harry Wharton, 
° 


3 be 4 
Bis Hila ould wyes glittered bebiod 
Ho drew back the curtain « fraction 


of an inch, to fof ‘the cba 
without revealing himelf, ~ “* Ss* 
Boasts!” 


was in 


In the sunlight, quite near at hand, 


Foted im—end 
d—they ‘would 
bin if thoy cosla “Bunter, on the 
1 flutter at fan-tan, was not to 
be stopped—not if Bunter Kaew it 

Hr ted “with, plsfation” eat tho 
chair was proceeding more rapidly ‘now. 
Somewhat excited voices wore heard as 
the coolies jostled through. th crowd, 
‘Té passed out of the bright sunlight, 
that came in shafts through openings in 
the bamboo screens above, into the cool 
dusk of a great archway. This was tho 
city gate. 

‘The chair halted, 


pated antee 
looked in. 

Bunter ‘blinked at him. 

Bat it was only one of tho guards of 
Yhat particular gato satisfying himself 
who, or what, was being taken out of 
the city. 

After ono staro at the fat junior, the 
soldier dropped the curtain, and the 
chair moved on. The gates were wide 
open, as was customary until sunset, 
and Chong Lo and bis companions bur: 
ried the chair on at @ run onoo they 
were outside the walls. 


id the ourtain was 
and © Chineso soldior 
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“Bunter! Bunter! 
Dangor! Get out, 
if youre there, 
Buster!” Danger!” 

Bunter heard 
every word dis- 
tinct 


‘And ‘he grinned, 
‘This was a triek~ 
‘a rather tronsparent 
trick—to get hold of 
him before he. had 
had his flutter at 
fan-ton! Bunter 
had no doubt about 
that | 

Ho did 
answer, 

Again came o 
shout: 

“Bunter ?" 

Tho Owl of the 
Removo grinned 
serenely, And 
Chong Lo trotted on 
faster than before. 


not 


CHAPTER. 


almost 
thet Billy, Bunter 
was inside it, from 
the evident’ haste 
with which the 
coolies were try: 
to got away. But Fd 
Was not easy to 
follow the chair, ‘Tho jostling crowds 
in the narrow streots impeded them, 
‘and when they came into one of ¢he new 
modern streets of Canton, where motor 
cara booted and buzzed, and rickshaws 
rolled by the dozen, and chairs were 
innumerable, their task was more difi- 
cult than ever, 

‘At the city ‘gato thero was a hea 
stzoam of traftio, in the midst of whi 
the chair almost ‘disappeared. Mr, So 
Fat hurried along. with the juniors, but 
evidently in o disturbed and distressed 
framo of mind, 
follow the scared coolies, or to convoy 
hie hha: alaly to tho shelter of the 


othe be telaet of Mr, Wun, who 
9x rote . Wun, 

had “hitherto followed tho party’ aa, e 
urd, wore separated from them by 


“Tt is complete injudiciousness to re- 
move ourselves outside the city, Born- 


bofore-ma!” he gasped. “To auch an 
ides ¥ cannot give adhesion.” 

“We must Sind out if Bunter's in that 
chair,” said Harry. “I'm practically 
certain of iti” 

“But he did not make answer when 
estimable Cherry called with loud 
voice,” said So Fat, 


“He's fool enough for anything !” 
“Look here said Jol Bull. 
“There's a military guard at ste. 


Thoy may be able to tall us something. 
Ask thom in Chinese, Me. So.” 

So Fat brightened up. 

“Truol That will perhaps settle the 
ubiousness beyond shadow of dubiety !* 
he assented. 


‘Wharton and 


‘uncertain whether to Fat, 
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‘ 
‘Yelling, sereaming, trampling, and tlie clashing of steel on steel, far and wide on the lonely hill-sid 
ing as Harry = ‘Bob Gherry attacked tho © foreign dove ‘Dragging 


himself to his feet, the 


terrified Bunter made a bolt for safety. 


‘As it happened, it did! 
Mr. So's inquiry made his faco assume 
FY grave expression. He turned to 


distressed cou 

“T learn that within the chair sot a 
whito youth with adornment 
spect and © excenively plump 
Physiognomy |” he sai 
“That settles it” said Bob Cherry. 
“It's Bunter |” 

“Tt would sppoar dead cert and of a 
surety that it is Bunter,” assented So 

“Yet the honourable orders cf the 


“We're bound to keep after him,” 
said Bob. “This is the only chanoo— 
‘once be is taken out of the city, we 
shall nevor seo him again.” 

Bo Fat gasped with worry and in- 
sion. ‘Bob Cherry's remark was 
jontly well founded. They knew now, 
for s certainty, that Bunter was in the 
chair; and it was undoubted that if he 
once dissppoared, he would not be seen 


the most, lively uneasiness and per- 
tarbation.” 

in spite of So at's uneasiness ond 
perturbation, the party kopt_on, an 
assed through the gateway. Choog Lo 
sad_ bie chair, were in sight in, the 
istance, into a trot. 
‘Thero was plenty of traffic on the road, 
bat_ outside tho city it thinned. ‘The 
juniors found themselves on a broad 
Toad, with motor-cars passing every few 


1@ juniors with outspread hands and bi 
yntenance. 


inutos, So Fat would no doubt have 
|, at any other time, of these 
visible sighs that China was advancing, 
wesent he was too worried and 
a ‘Moreover, ho found it-u little 
difficult, in bis tong black silk robe, to 


of keep pace with the active Greyfriare 


fellows. 

‘Pao (coolies head were going st a 
trot now, and thoy turned from 

30 road into @ narrow path botween 


“We'll get them!" said Bob Cherry, 
between his teeth, “Koop up with us, 
Mr. So, We may want your gun when 
wo reach them,” 

‘The Famous Five wero unarmed, and 
ono of tho coolies, at least, had « knife, 
Overtaking the chair was’ not the only 
problem to be solved. 

srrhat quite sol” gasped Mr. Bo. 
“These aro rate tong-men—they 
vill handle knife in murderous manner. 
In case of necessity, I will shoot thera 
extemporaneously. Yes!” 

So Fat, with all his queer English, 
and his weird ways, was a handy man 
with a revolver, as the juniors had 
already soen. Thero was little doubt 
that he would bo needed, when they 
overtook the chai 

For what roason Bunter was going 
quietly with the kidnappers, Harry 
Wharton & Co. could not guess; but 
they could guess that. tho kidnappers 
would not part with him if they could 
help its They wero hunting Bunter, 
and hunting trouble st the same timo, 

But it was impossible to leave. tho 
fatuous Owl of the Remove to his fate. 
They were assured that Locke would 
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not have desired them to do 60, had he 
bbeon aware of the circumstances. 

‘Tho coolies had taken to tho paths 
among the ricefields near tho 11 
narrow tortuous paths, whero perhaps 
they hoped to dodge the pursuit. But 
encumbered by the chair, with Bunter’s 
oight in it, they had fo chance, in & 
foptraco with the active Greyfriars 
follows, 

‘Tho juniors camo panting up behind 
tho chair, and Wharton grabbed at = 

shoulder. 


ho panted. 


‘And as tho coolio did not heed, 
Wharton grasped loin-cioth, and 
dragged fim over, and the” chair 


lumped to the ground. 

Instantly the four coolics were stand- 
ing between it and tho breathless pur- 
fquers, and Chong Lo had his knifo in 
hig hand. and a vory ugly look on bit 
yellow face. 


“What you wanteo along mot” ho 
‘wmarled. 
“Wanteo fliend belong us, along that 


ghairt" answered Wharton, in the samo 


Rape pped Chi 
fo can dol” sna ong. 
fellowst ‘The cu 
and Billy Bunter's fat 


faco appeared in veiw. 


pede you 


clear off! What the 

ean by running after a fellow jike 
this?) What?” 

“You fat idi 


ek out a hee al barbli 
"Got out of that chair, you burbling 
chump” roared Bob. 

“Oh, really, Chore; 

£Got out! yelled Nugent. 

“Shan't!" 

“You benighted fathead—" 

“I don't want any check from you 
follows,” said Bunter. “I'm going to 
havo a flutter at fan-tan, samo as I di 
Jn Macao. And if you fellows don’t like 
4b, ou oan Typ ity oe 

‘Eun-ton 1” gosped Wharton 
Yes; that’s where I'm going—theso 
chaps are taking mo to a fan-tan houso 
outside tho city, | ‘They say it isn't 
tallowed inside tho town now.” 
“Youxyou=: 
“You'll” aco mo later,” said Bunter. 


“I dare say I chall bo home by dark. 


Now leave a fellow alone! Get on, you dawnc 


Chinks.” 

‘The chums of the Removo glared at 
Bunter as if they could Lave eaten him. 
‘They understood now what was his 
motive for felling into an obvious and 
alpablo trap. 
aking Jou tg « tamtan divel” gusped 
taking you to » fan-tan dive!” 

‘the captain of the Remove, 

“Yes; I'vo told them to.” 

“Fam-tan is now suppressed in Canton 
by recent government,” said So Fats 
“thero is no more any fan-tan. They 
deceive you.” 

Bunter gave 8 fat wink. 

“You can’t pull my leg, you know,” 
ho, remarked. 

“I speak with assurance of absolute 
fact—" 


“Gammon t” said Buntor. 

“If you, wore going to play fan.ten, 
you born idiot, we'd yank you back by 
Sour silly ears, and gop gout” 
Jobony “Bull,” “But not, you 
Billing porpoise, “You re going to Tang 


Seep it up sald Bunter dersivay. 

“You fat fool, these Chinese are kid- 
napping. you— 

“He, he, bo!” 

“Wo'vo como after you to save you, 
you blithering’ idiot, mot ‘that you'r 
Worth it 4 

°F Wall, mind your own bismey ” anid 
Bunter. 

What” 

“You can’t frighten me with a yarn 
abouts illy, olf wanderin Tim’ not 
seared of Tang Looe 
trol, Leave mmo alone?” 

“Get out of that chair!” 

“Shan't |” 

“Then wo'll jolly well hook you out, 


1s you fellows 


id you born idiot I” 


“Beast” 

Harry Wharton & Co. advanced to- 
wards the halted chair. Hitherto, the 
coolies had stood silent, waiting to sce 
how tho argument would end. Now 
they lined yp betweon tho rescuers and 

Bunter, and each of them had « knife 
in his ban 

Bunter jumped n Tittle at thé 


sight 
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ching steel, Perhaps 
Test on hie fas bree that 
Chong Lo and his companions were not 
ordinary “chair” coolies, as he saw 
them" produco deadly ""wospons "to 
Promptly. 

“1-1 say, you fellows, keop off!” he 

sng’. ot ar 

‘So Fat had his automatio in, hand 
now. His yellow face took on tho ex: 
Pression the juniors had sean on it, on 
the occasion when he had fired on Kang 
in the merchant's garden, 

He raised tho weapon to «level. 
His slanting eyes gleamed over it, He 
capped out sharp Chinese to tho coolics, 

junter blinkod from the chair in 
terror. 


rappe 
he juniors ron 
words, but they understood the throat 
ening tones. And the fotr coolies w 


right I” said Bo be ‘all them I 
shoot them like oa: quadrupeds, sup- 
pose they handle knifo in murdorous 
manner. Yes! I think wo get off with 
innae you oa 

eft Foes Civets au te ects again, 

Billy Bunter began to soramblo out 
of the chair, Even his fatuousness was 
fet prof ogi the Slun evince 
that he was in the hands of desperadoes, 

Chong Lo turned on him with a 
snarl, and struck him with his clenchod 
left hand, sonding him sprawling insido 
the chair. Bunter gave a yall that 
ang far over the paddy fick 


Bo Wat pulled the trigser, and Chong 
gavo  yoll of agony as a bullet 
Ploughed through his arm, 

Ho leapt away, his yellow faoe oon: 
vulsed with. rage. three other 


rt, 


coolie after him, and squashed 
into the thick mud of tho rico-felds 
beside tho path. All four of thom 
divsapper from ight in a few 


seconds; and Harry Wharton & Co, 
wore left victorious. 


THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
In the Hands of the Enemy ! 


ILLY BUNTER sat up in tho 
Bee se B 


limb.’ Hin podgy face waa like 


ievtaids “We ere new it 
Tonely, solitary spot, ‘and. indubitably 
those ‘unpleasant and disgusting ones 
havo associated scoundrels at beak and 
eal 


Wharton. 

“Took hero, don't bo =, silly ass!” 
said Bunter ‘peovishly. “You know 
jolly woll that I can’t walk back ia 
this heat, You fellows take hold of 
those poles.” 

“Whe-aat?” 

“You've turned off my coolies,” said 
Buntor indignantly. T suppose you 
‘are going to carry the chair.” 
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“Q.ec-arry the chair with you in itt” 
gurgled Bob z 
“Yes, rather! ‘Think Ym going to 
walk?” hooted Bunter. “It's too jolly 
ou. Don't be rotten 
ou can carry 
7tuose Obinks! 


‘The Famous Five did not argue the Bob 


point with Bunter. ‘Thoy grasped him, 
and dragged him headlong out of tho 
i 


‘Thero was a fearful yell from Bunter 
‘as ho landed on the path. 

“Now, you fat chump—2 

“Yow-ow-ow !? 

“Gob o move on!” roared Bob, 

“Yow-ow-ow-ow I” 

“riick ‘him, along i” 

 Yooooop |” 

‘The chums of the Remove had no 
Patience to waste on Bunter, 

Tt was only too p: that Chong 
had help within call; and that thoy 
might be attacked by crowd of 
Chinese beforo they could emerge from 
the tortuous paths among the paddy- 
fields into the road. 

Two or three hefty kicks caused 
Bunter to leap to his feet, with a wild 


howl. ‘Two or threo moro started him 
homoward. 

“Ow! You! Leave off, you beasts!” 
eared Buntor. "Vm going, ain't 1? 
Yow-ow-ow! I'll jolly well ‘lick you! 
‘Yow-ow!” 


recessive. speed. ia tia dtaie 
pensable sine quan 

TP hear’ whistling found, which 1 
cortainly ‘signal of - lawless 
Gesperato characters, urn 


ings 
‘Vhey hurried on by the narrow path 
Bunter, snorting and grunting anc 
grumbling. But o path in » Chineso 
Peddy-field is nob easy, to, gat out of 
for a stranger in the land. Often it 
is intentionally made to wind, either to 
avoid somo sacred spot whore a path 
must not be laid, or to bafflo evil spirits 
that might dog one's footsteps. But 
forthe presence of 80 Fat, the Grey- 


riars juniors would have ‘been hope- 
Tesaly lost. 
‘And Mr. Wun’s secretary seemed 


now and then in doubt, In the 
excitement, of chasing the coolies th 
junors had. given little heed to th 
Way they bad followed. It was far 
from easy to retrace their steps. 


deeper and jammed 


the other sank 
ighter. 

“Qwi Holpt” yelled Bunter. “Don’t 
you goon and leave mo! I say, 
you fellows! Help!” 

With angry exclamations the juniors 
gathered round to help Bunter. It 


‘was just liko tho fatuous Owl to havo and 


an accident like this, when every 
moment, was precious, 


“Quick!” panted So Fat. “I sce 


porsons in rico-felds? 
Guickoess will save our personal 
Scere eae ar 
esp . 
“Owl Mind how you go!” bowled 
Bunter. “Leggo my collar! You're 
‘chook -chook choking te.” 
“Serve you jolly well ight” gasped 


Only excessive 


“Groogh! Ow! Beast!” 

Je was not casy to extract Bunter 
from the clinging mud. All the five 
got hold of bim somewhere, and 
ragged hard, Bunter yelled frantic- 


Ow! Beast! Leggo cart 
Logo my hair! Yaroosogh! You're 
bresking amy arm, Cherry, you rotter! 
Go it! Ni ate 

re: gasped jugent 


‘Heave away!" panted Bob Cherry. 
Bunter” was extracted, like a. cork 


“Come on!” panted Nugent, 
“Ow! Groogh! I’m all aaa 
“Pathead! “Come on!” 


Help yelled Bunter, as be 

again. a1 

is timo in a 

“Oh crumbs!" 
beni 


18 Position, 


automatic 
“Oh erikey! 
‘From 


‘The Chinks(” 
three or four different diroc- 
tions dark, force faces appeared among 


the growing rice, 
Galy too plainly, Chong Lo bed had 
associates at hand. 
‘The chums of the Remove spun round 
{rom Bunter, to eeo So Fat, retreating 


backwards along the path, firing as he hii 


retreated, with five or six nines 
ttacking’ him. They saw a Chinaman 
g—they saw another plun; 


So Fat; 
from their sight, 
following him with savage crica and 
brandished knives. 

“But Harry Wharton & Co. had no 
time to think of what was pening 
to So Fat. A moment more, and thoy 
were themselves attacked. 

Eight or nino Chineso wero upon 
him, knife in hand; grasping them. 
Among them was Chong, his wounded 
‘arm hanging helpless at his side, his 
face a yellow mask of rage. 

“Back up!” shouted Wharton. 

Shoulder to shoulder!” panted Bob 
Cherry. 

Shoulder to shoulder, the Famous 
Five made a rush to join So Fat. 
Harry Wharton felt himself seized, and 
he cloved with the Chinose who. grasped 
him, and rolled on the path with him. 

Had the ruffian used his knife it 
would have been all over with the 
tain of the Remove. But it was 
evident that the tong-men had becn 
ordered to take the schoolboys 
Prisonors. The knil before 
‘Wharton’s eyes, but did not strike. But 
the Chinaman grasped him with 
muscular hands and pinned him 
down. Strong end sturdy as he wes, 
Wharton was powerless in that hercu- 
lean grasp. 

Ho” struggled furiously, but he 
girageled in vain, "As, bo! fought he 
bad glimpses of the others. lugent 
johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset 
Ram Singh had broken through the 
tong-men; but Bob Cherry, in the grasp 
of two muscular ruffians, was fighting 


into the 


a 


like a lion. Faintly, through the wild 
excitement of tho fight, came the howl 
ing voies of Billy Bunter, jammed help- 
lossly in tho mud of ‘the rice-tield, 
unable to extricate himself, and almost 
out of his fat wits with torror. 

Bob Cherry went down; and Wharton, 
still struggling, saw two of the tong: 
moa binding him with’ a rope,” ‘Then 
ropes wero run round bis own limbs, 
and knotted fast. 

‘Phen came a sound of ruuning feet, 
and he saw Frank Nugent coming back 
up tho path, his face white, his eyes 
blazing. 

Wharton shrieked to him. 

“Runt Franky! Ron for it! 
you can't belp us—run for your life,” 
et to. Ferrers Locke and tell him— 
’s the only chance for us! Rual” 
At that moment, Wharton did not 
know, or care, whether Ferrers Locke 
would ever be’ able to help. His ono 
desire was to save his chuin from the 


tong men, 
Nugent halted, 


other 


narrow 
“Alter "him, yelling, went the tong- 
™ Bang, bang, bang! camo floating f 
, bang, ban oating from 
the distance over the green, rioeBelds, 


So Fat was still firing~maintaining a 

Tunning ght against “heavy odd, 

Harry ‘Wharton hoped and prayed that 

hhis three friends were with tho score 

tary, and that they would escape with 
im. 


Four of the tong-men remained with 
tho prisoners. Bunter was roughly 
firagged from tho mud, ‘and ‘a cord 
knotted round hie fat armo, - ‘Thon 
tho threo of them wero hurriod away 
in a direction opposite from that whero 
So Fat was still resisting. By winding 
through the green rice, they went, 
lows, and curses when 
nd faintly, from tho for 
camo tho last 
revolver. 


crack of So Fi 


THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Lost Chums 


ONK! Honk! Honk! 
"Tho motor-horn | hooted 
loudly. 

: Strange enough sight on a 
Chineso landscape, a motor-bus camo 
honking and careering along the road, 
It was arowded with Chinese, who 
stared af tho littl, - dusty, souddy, 
breathless group by tho roadeide. 

Perhaps it was the appearance of tho 
swarming motor-bus that stopped the 
Bunsult of the tong mens added te. So 
Fat's prowess with the automatic, Four 
of the party had reached the road—So 
Fat, Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent, and 
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh. Bitter’ ae it 
was to leave their comrades in. the 
hands of the enemy, they had no choico 
in the matter; for beary odds pressed 
on them, and 0 for from being able 
to reseue Wharton and Bob Cherry 
they were unable to defend them- 
selves, Had tho attack of tho tong- 
men been pushed to extremity, the 
whole party must have been over- 
whelmed. But as the swarming motor- 
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bus came careering along, the tong- 
auen paused and hesitated, and finally 
teaeel Grey, aah, the Fond oat ot 
sight. wore at a jistanco 
from, Canton "bat sill too near the 
sity for open’ brigandage, 

neo out of tho tangled paths of the 
rice-ticlds in full view ‘of passing 
wae Chong and his men-gave it up. 

bat, with the perspiration running 
in streams down his face, panted for 
breath, 

Ulis fast shot hwd been Gred; and it 
was on immense relief to Mr, Wun's 
secretary to sco the onemy vanish. 

“This is stroke of luck and too much 
of & good thing,” he ‘xclaiined, with a 
gesture towards the motor-bus. 
shall obtain lift back to city on this 
happily encountered vehicle,” 

‘And ho signed to the Chinese driver. 

‘Tho motor-bus slowed down as it 
caine on, Every face in it was 
twened curiously on the group by the 
roudsido, 

Johnny Bull grtted his toeth, staring 
back across. tho ffelds. 

“We can’t leave them !” 

“The honourable necessity knows no 
low)” said So Fat. “It is passing 
raiflo that has soared off lawless tong: 
men, but they are too extensive numer. 
ically, for us. Wo must removo our- 
clveg with rapidity to other places. 


‘Tie. threo juniors exchanged looks. 
‘To penetrate into the tangled fields 
again in search of their friends was 
madness; merely delivering themselves 
into tho ‘hands of the enemy. But to 
#0, ser the prisoners, as ittor 
ygethor 1” muttered 
tench t 


is isthe a evr aid Hurreo Jan 
set Rum Singh. 
+ Ee net able ne barn biter soe 
PF many years!” exclaimed So Fat, in 
frm, somain in anya 
pany.” ‘Tho other evtianablo onos are 
alroady boyond roach; even if there 
wero. to tongemon, wal 
tho rico, you would ni 
to their ‘presont Jooalit; 
“That's truo!” muttered Nugent. 
“They've got thom away by this time, 
i fellows. We'd better get to Ferrers 
kore the only man tha can lp 
no good playing tho. goat * Thats 
what Whacton enfled out to” mo when 
T was going back for him- 
Tt was obviously the only thing to be 
done, A moment's reflection told. th 
three juniors that they could at hi 
found ‘the prisoners, le 
rescucd them. ‘The task w: 


Ferrers and it was useless to 
add to ite difficulty. 
“Very well” muttered Johnny Bull 
“Xe ight, I know. But—” He 


@ teeth and aid no more, 
‘The motor-bus had halted at So Fat's 
beckoning, 
It was going towards tho city, fortu- 
natoly, and it was easy to find room 
‘on it. When it rolled away, grunting 


and honking, tho three juniors and So 
Fat wero inside, stared at by in 
nuimerable, Chinese. 


Eyes of hidden men watched them as 
‘they went. But the tong-men did not 
appear in sight ngain. Chong Lo, 
probdis, was satished with the capture 
had made. The mandarin’a orders 
had been to scize at least ane mem- 
ber of the English party. and Chong 
hhnd succeeded in capturing. three. of 
them, "Chong ws in Tuck; and he bad 
a rery pleasing report to make to the 
chiof of the Red Dragon tong. 
Jobnnv: Bull and Nugent and Hurres 
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‘Singn naa grim feces, as thoy rolled 
away towatts the city in the mote 
bus, scarcely ‘onscious of the curious 
staring of ineso passengers. 
‘This’ was China—modern China; and 
the thought struck them very forcibly. 
A lawless kidnapping by desperate tong- 


men on one bend: on. the other, & 
modern motor-bus ind -honk- 
ing along, for all the world like a bus 


going down Oxford Street. East and 
West were strangely mil in the 
confusion of “old Ching.” shaking off 
ancient ways and sdopting new ones, 
slowly and confusedly, transforming i 
self into “new Chins.” 

eof 


‘tho bus turned off near the 
tho city, and there they left it and 
entered tho city on foot, 

With heavy hearts the juniors fol- 
lowed So Fat beck to the houso of Mr. 
Wun. ‘They wondered whether Ferrers 
Lecko would blame them for having 
followed Bunter out of tho city; but, 
after all, there had been nothing else 
they could have done. Even towards 
Bunter, whose fatuous folly had caused 
ail the trouble, they could not fee 
angry now, for the fat junior 
evidently | prisoner of the tong, like 
Wharton and Bob, and his fate was 
Medi is doutt. the “Canton 

uthoritics right lend their aid; but 
it was certain that the prisoners wero 
already on their way inland, and were 
already, or would soon be, ‘out of tho 
yutisdiction of the city. ' Once they 
were at’ Panshan, no power in China 
could savo them’ from tho mandarin. 
For in Panshau, Tang Wang was lord 
and master. 

Could Ferrers Locke save them? 

Gould even the Baker Strect deteo- 
tive |holp the prisoners who bad been 
swallowed up in the interior of mys- 
terious China, 

‘They could wot help doubting it. 

But if Feneers Locke could not savo 
them, they  woro ost beyond, rede 
tion," and) their three “friends would 
nover sce them Tt was no wonder 
that tho threo juniors had dark faces 
‘and hoavy hearts, as they arrived at 
the house of Bie. Wun with So Fat, 

Forrers Locke had returned; and ho 
was in the kotang when the threo 
grim-faced juniors arrived. 

Evidently he was waiting for them. 

but they knew 

ho was deeply disturbed, 
“What has happened?” he asked 
“You did not return directly 


ts juniors explained 
eet abe tacks cal Soke 
toh Be 
“Then Wharton, Cherry, and Bunter 
arg prisoners?” ho anid, 
es. 


errors Locke comprssd_ his ij 

“We couldn't loave Bunter to it, Mr. 
Locke!” said Nugent. “We bad to try 
to_save_ hi 

Tho Baker, Sircot detective nodded. 

“T do not blame you,” 


very un 
‘Tang Wang has now threo prisoners 
instead of one. It is fortunate how- 
ever, that all of you did not fall into 
™ Thee m be f gettix 

"there mest be some way of sel 
st that villeia,” “said Johnny’ Bull 
“There's some sort 
here.” 

Ferrers Locke smiled faintly. 

“No doubt; but it will not be useful 
to un, he said. “"The scene of action is 

ferred to Panehan, = city 

inland, over the wt in the 
province of Kwangai.” 

“But-—" “Nugent. 


Government 


THE MAGNET 


“Tang Wang nss an vflcial position 
st Pansban, under the protection of 
the Tu-chun—the warlord—who is 
powerful in Kwang-si,” said Ferrers 
Locke. “The Canton authorities could 
not touch him, even if they desired to 
do so, You must remember that China, 
is now split up into sections, many of 
them at war with ono another. It is by 
no means impossible that this province, 
and the city of Canton itself, may be 
overrun by an srmy from the north— 
fot impossible that it may be sacked by 
an army from the west—from Kwangal 
or Yunnan. Erorything is in the melt- 

now. A white man who leaves 


in many places there is no 
Guablisnod cuthority af al and ‘where 
suthority exists, it 

to help * dovils."” 

Neen ‘net his teeth, 

“Do you mean that there's no chance 
for them, Mr. Locke!” ho asked. 

“Not in the least!” answered 
Locke tranguilly, “No stone will be 
left unturned to savo them, and I hopo 
that they will be saved. ‘But thero is 
ne foreo that oan bo used against 
Wang in bis own city.” 

“If they can't bo saved wore going 
after them,” said Frank. “I'm not 
going to leao Chins alive, if—if—”" 

“Wo need not imagino the worst till 
re oar thatthe worst has happened,” 
suid Locke quietly. “Keep upper 

‘tnd hope for the best. For the 
present, at least, 1 am assured that the 
ives of ‘the prisoners are safe. Wo havo 
time to act, and I shall not loo o 
moment. I'am going to consult now 
with Mr, Wun. In tho moantime, I trust 
you will remain within the safety of 
these walls.” 

‘Tho detective left the juniors with 
that. Wun Lung joined, them in the 

tang, bis little yellow faco clouded. 


bi Tang Wang 
sabes “plecty, bie. isaeoe slong out 
fiends. "Me tines plape ho atkeo thirty 


~=forty thousand silver shoes, Plaps 
alleo light !” 

Tt was some faint comfort to tho 
chums friars to think that pos- 


Grey! 
sibly. the captured. juniore. would” be 
hold to ransom. But that comfort was 
faint, and in the house of Mr. Wun 
the sun went on heavy hearts and 
clouded faces, 


dredth time that 
Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were 


lent. 
Tt “was futile to grouse; though 


Bunter did not scem aware of that 


obvious fact 
‘The chums of Greyfriars were uncom- 

fortable enough. bound them 

band and re They. lay betplens in the 
waving, sw “ 

wks arog of Thc td bola tosed 


into a palanguin, and the curtains 
dropped into place, shutting thom off 
from view. 

seat Newer Golson, coidine Sd 


the ‘palanguin, four sheed end four 
behind, ‘poles on their 
shoulders, making little of the weight 
they carried. 


‘Chong Lo, bis arm in » sling, walked 
beside, st & rapid pace, burdoned as 
they were, which the jusiors could, aot 
‘on foot over & long 


EVERY SATURDAY 
ted or 
le, and 


Sometimes, as the palanquin jo 
ahifted, the curtains swung « Littl 
the prisoners had s partial view of the 
surrounding country. 

Several times they sighted = fowing, 
shining river, without Knowing whe 
‘it was the Che-kiang, the Pearl river, 
or the West river, or another of the 
many streams in the locality of Canton. 
Chiefy they saw vast rice felds, that 
strololied away, apparently to infinity. 

From the direction of the sun they 
know that thoy were being catziod west- 
ward—that iz, into the interior. “But 
they saw nothing of the many towns and 
villages that lay to the west of Cantons 
and it was easy to guess thet Chong 
wwas avoiding them, and keeping to une 
Froauented country’ paths, 

Tt was not likely that any Chinese 
Terea;‘butie Wasaphors were thing 
fored; but tho kidnappers were taki 
no risks, In the ‘Eeeng. = 
tung, or Canton province, 
‘Tang Wang was no moro 
than ay other Chinaman 
of wer and rank, Not 
till crossed the border 
into Kwang-Si would the 
coolies res country where 
fe was powerful. And until 
thoy came into the region 

re the deacendant of the 


by Chong. 
But a closed palauquin was 
‘& common enough sight on 
China, and the 

ot om un 


i? r 
low. many miles they 
covered. “as” tho tireless 
coolies trotted on towards 
the tating aun tho unis 
did ‘not know; but they 
knew that they wero many 
® long mile from the city 
of Canton, 
*"On and on and on, veem- 
ingly tireless, trod the 
bearers. Another shifting 
of tho bluo curteies show 
the prisoners that the 
character of the country 
Found thea was ‘changing. 
Calvatia an as more 
para, and the rood wound 
Upward, hilly and steep. 
‘Through gapa in the bille 
the sunset came with a red 


glare. 
Tho palanguin swayed 
ond swung. Tho path was 
vory steep in and huge slabs 


ok 


: plsgt and huge sla 
ranite were laid across it, forming 
find of ‘tepe. Up and up swung the 
tiroless coolies, 

On the mountain road passers-by were 
fower. But even here ‘was ulti. 
vation; little fields glimmering among 

tches of rock, terraced ous of the 

illside,. The Chinese,. with their teem- 
ing millions of population, cannot afford 
to leave ground uncultivated, and 
Pationt men could be seen bending to 
ard labour as tho dusk thickened. 

More’ than once the juniors had 
thought of calling out, but it was ovi- 
dently useless, Chong and his gang were 
armed, end tho tied, overworked 
Chinese peasants were ‘not likely to 
think of coming into conflict with them, 
especially for the sake of “foreign 
devils.” Indeed, it waa clear that if 


Chong had anticipated any trouble on 
thet score he would have gagyed the 

britoners, which bo hed sot troubled to 
io. 


‘Hed_s white man appeared on the 
road, Wharton and Bob Cherry would 
have taken the chance. But in all the 

impees of the road they had through 
the swaying curtains, they sighted: Bo 
white man 


tho juniors » clear 
view o! solate surroundings. 
‘Thore was « shrill squeak of terror 


B 


“Foreign devils” had nothing to h 
for from Chinese bandits, It was on 
too likely that if they fell into the han 
of the wild-looking outcasts they would 
be murdered out of hand. 

Chong was screaming io the bandits, 
and amid the incomprehensible stream 
of Chinese the juniors caught the namo 
‘Tang Wang several times repeated. 
Probably the scarred Chince was warn- 
ing the outlaws not to attack men in 
the servieo of the mandarin. If so, his 
rarning hed little effect; they were atill 
far from Pan-tban, and probably Ta 
Wang and his soldiers had littl terror 
for the bandits, The ruffians paused, 
but their savage and ferocious looks 
hinted that the pause was only momen- 
tary. Thoir leader, s gigantic man with 
black moustaches curled up to his eyes, 
shouted back to Chong—worde that the 
juniors could not understand, but in 
tones of contempt and mockery, It was 


Chinks, swept bythe spot where the, three Grey 
down 
fete bat of thelr hands now 1 


* he muttered. 


from Billy Bunter. at tho sight of the 
half dozen wild figures leaping from 
the rocks, 

Wharton and Bob felt their hearts 
beat faster. 

There had ways been bandits in 
China, and the present disturbed state 
of the country greatly increased 
their numbers. And the juniors had 
no doubt that Chong & Co. had run 
into @ gang of bandits watching the 
hill-road for passengers and plunder. 

Obs may at” gasped Bob, 


dear! Oh crikey! Ow!” 
“What now?” breathed Wharton, his 
face tense, 


piriars 
‘Harry Wharton breathed hard 


evident that a deadly confict was 
coming, 

‘atchiog, from the palanquin, the 
juniors could see Chong’s faco almost 
grey with alarm and rage. In laying his 
plans, Chong hed evidently not counted 
‘on a mecting with bandits on the moun- 
tain road on his way to Kwang-i. 

“There's going to bo a scrap!” 
breathed Bob. “These rotters—thoy'll 
be cut to pices!” 

“I-T say, you, fellows! Oh dear!” 
wailed Bunter. “I wish J was back 
at Greyfriars! Oh crikey !” 

Chong Lo, knife in hand, still scream. 
ing et the hesitating bandits, backed 
closer to the palanguin, ‘The curtain 
was jerked aside, and his knifehand 
was thrust in. ' For 2 moment the 
Prisoners wero chilled by the fearful 
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thought that the wretch intended to 
murder them out of band, rather than 


Jose them. But Chong, suddenly ceasing 
Chinese, ” hi 


to scream hissed over his 
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‘ug 
iemoniac scene. Darkness was failings 
in the 


‘ho lay in tho b 
stuttering with terror. 
“Back up, Bob!” muttered Wharton. 
“You bet!” - 
‘They scrambled out of the palanguin; 
A ut the knilo ty i ee 
Bob catching up a jag stone from 
the road. Chong Lo ad's long curved 
sword in his grasp, which he had drawn 
from somo recess of the palanguin, 
‘The bandits wore not yet attacking, 
though they erept and crouched closer, 
like wild beasts about to spring, brs 
dishing their swords, and uttering 
forocious howls, and ‘contorting thei 
facos into hidcous expressions. That wai 
common Chinese trick for putting the 
wind up tho enomy, practised even by 
regular soldiers in that strange country. 
Ch Hed back at them, uttering 
a ‘again tho namo of tho Man- 
‘grin Tang Wang. But it was only too 
clear that oven that, potent namo was 
not a name to conjure with in this 
instance. 
‘Thero was & louder and moro savage 
yelling’ from ‘the bandits at tho sight 
‘of the two white faces. If Wharton had 


ry of Chong & Co. could 
‘and they braced them- 


elves to back up tho scarred Chineo in 


the fight. 

‘A fish came suddenly, led by tho 
gigantic bandit with’ tho — black 
moustaches. In in it a wild and 


furious struggle was raging on the nar- 
row mountain path. 


‘THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER, 
Escape! 

'T was like © sceno from tho Inferno 
for several wild minutes. The 
yelling and screaming filled the 

ir with deafening sound. No 
Chinaman can Bight, or do anything else, 
withous making a’noiso, and the din 
was terrific, Yelling, screaming, 
trampling, clashing of steel on. stecl, 
rang far and wido on the lonely hillside. 
Billy -Buntor, in the palanquin, palpi- 
tated with terror. fharton and Bob 
Chotry werd, fighling hard. | Wharton 
dodged, hardly knowing how he did so, 
a slash’from the tall, black-moustached 
bandit’s sword, and slashed back with 
tho knife, laying the ruffian’s 2em open 
from shouldvr to wrist. Bob Cherry 
crashed a jagged rock into a wild, fierce 
face, sending Is assailant staggering 
away, Chong, Lo, with a slash of hi: 
aword, sent a head spinning from a ban- 
dit’s shoulde:s, and it bounded away 
among the rocss like = football. Two 
‘Of tho coolies wero cut down; another 
of the bandits was stabbed, and another 
Falled on the ground in savago struggle 
with one of the bearers. 
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amazed 
to the rocks, 
‘The slash of tho 


sited Yn Chinese ware 
are the proportion of fighting to run- 
ing is generally about one por cent, 
‘The victor is the ono who does not run 
first. In this caso the bandits tan 


yhiat ho had received. 


Grst—two of thein remeining dead ony 


tho ground, however. 

Two of Chong’s coolies lay on the 
earth, two more were wounded. Several 
of them, yelling with triumph, dashed 
after the bandits, though not very far. 
One of the fiecing bandits whirling 


OUR LEATHER WALLETS 
ARE PERFECT FOR THE 
POCKET! 

All you'ye got to de to win one 
in to compile s Greyfeare Hmesiek 
tike Jack Fenster, of 211. Benson 
Ayeniue, Toronto, Ontario; Canada, 
‘who has sent ia the following 

winning effort: 
When unter wants money 
Wwe ime Toe the fellows to 
due, 
‘Tiny Know him of old, 
Ta Eoerouna achat 
20 ailiys not sites 88 tuok 1 
Gat byt’ Ranatich and let 
ime ave your efor by the next 
taal 


round with brandished sword sufficed to 
stop the pursuit, 

Wharton and Bob Cherry, for a 
moment, stared round them ‘blankly, 
taken by surpriso by tho sudden cessa- 
tion of the conflict. Thoy could hardly 
believe. for the moment that the enemy 
really were running. Chong Lo, lean- 
ing down, was stanching the blood 
from @ cut on his leg. 

Wharton caught his comrade by the 

Now's our chanco!” he breathed. 

Bob's eyes gloamod. 

“You bet! Hook it! But—Bunter, 
ba pee 

Wharton pointed to a fat figure 
labouring down the asteop hill-path. 
Bunter was already hundred yards 
Say, going strong, 

Bob grinned breathlessly. 

“Just like Bunter! After him!” 

‘The two juniors tore down the path. 

Ch Lo, for his own sake, had 
freed 3_end, likely enough, be 


‘owod his success to it, for st was Whar- 
ton's lucky blow at the bandit chief 
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again instantly—if ho could. ‘The fact 
thet their help hed saved the situation 
for bim was not likely to make any 
difference to Chong Lo, 

But the juniors had a chance now, 
and they made tho most of it. | They 
raced down the steep path,” leaping 
from rock to rock, from granite slab to 
granite slab, and’ so ewiit and sudden 
was their Bight that the scarred Chink 
was not aware of if till they were fifty 
yards sway. 4 shrill, cnraged 
yell from Chong warned them. 

Wharton glanced back over his 
ae 

rkness was falling thick on the 
shadowy hillside; tho Ggures of the 
pursuing Chineso stood out black 
against the red glare through the bill 
ap, ‘Tho juniors tore on. 

they overtook Bunter, and Wharton 


th Stasped him by ono fat arm, Thera 


‘was a squeal from Bunter: 


“Ow!” Leggo! Spare mot Ow! 
eFathead tC th 

fathea: set ri 
wg tatbend Got on with 31 Take 


“Oh, it’s ‘you! I say, you fellows, 


“Don’t talk! Run!” 

“Oh dear! Ow!” 

‘The path turned round the base of « 
great cliff, The panting juniors raced 
Ua way! breath 

“This ‘way! breathed Wharton. 

, He plunged ‘among a mass of 
iczegular boulders by ‘tho sido of tho 
steep. path. Bob Cherry followed his 
ead instantly, and Buntor was dragged 
between them, 

Among tho rocks they crouched, in 
deep shadow. Wharton placed ’ his 
hand over Bunter’s mouth, 

Patter, patter, patter! oame the foot- 
stops of Chong’ & Co. They were tess 
than @ minuto behind; but loss thon a 
minuto had boon engugh..Panting and 
cursing, the gang of Chinks ewopt by 
the spot where the juniors lay con- 
cealed, and raced on down tho winding 


PWith thotr hearts. almost” in their 
mouths the juniors listened. Chong had 


no suspicion that they had stopped and 
taken to cover, and every snoment th 

rknoas_ We ning. Baintly, far 
down the’ hillpath, vedioed back the 


pattering footsteps of the yellow mon, 
dying away ‘at last into silence, 
‘Wharton broathed hard and deep. 
“Safe!” he muttered. “Safe—just 
now, anyhow! We're out of their 
hands!” 


“I-I-Itay, you fellows! Are 
they gone?” 

Py eon 

‘There was a brief silence. Darkness 


now lay like @ cloak on the hill, and 
there was little, danger of tho enemy 
fading them. In the darkness Billy 
Bunter was heard to move. f 
pocket Cn beni was faring in hie 
et. T'm frightfully hungry | 

fay, ion't it Lucky” 

“ich? What is lucky t” 
“That P've got a bit of sugarcane 


in my pocket 

“Oh, my hat!” 

“Fvo got it here. If you fellows 
don’t want any, Pil eat it all.” $ 

"And, without wailing to ascoftain 
whether "the fellows. wanted any, 
William George Bunter ote it ail! 

THE END, 

(Doys, whatever you do, don’t miss the 
nest topping yarn in, this grand, new 
feriee, 10's entitled: “THE BEGGAR 
OF SHANTONG!” and yowR enjoy 
every Line of it) 


PHEEEP! THE GAME’S STARTED, and forty thousand footer tans ery : 


Grand Opening Instalment of JOHN BREARLEY’S Stirring Footer Yarn. 


Up, 


THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
A Disastrous First Half 1 
10 on, Rovers! 
the Rovers! 
S 
A, cheor, amall at Gree, but swelling 
rapidly into a throaty ‘roar, flamed 
of Railton Rovers Football Ground, as a 
prsctigo ball soured high inte tho, air 
tho Rovers thomsclves at tho double. 
“Railton! Hurray-ay-ay |” 
—the typical, Joyous greoting of a first- 
match-of-the-season crowd, eager to let 
May. ‘The sight of the frosh green 
turf, unworn as yot by stabbing, slither- 
ing flags, ‘and their own In 
int the” famous. black-an 
tho heads of the throng like 
wine, 


‘Hi BRE they como 
“Hurray. 
through the stands and crowded banks 
rom the players’ entrance, followed by 
Again and again the wolsome sounded 
fly the enthusiasm stored up since last 
ing’ studs, tho crisp” fluttor- 
white jerseys went straight to 
Railton v. Redburn United— 


the first match} ‘Tho start of 
anothor long fight for League or Cup! 
Al apolt footer joy to the Railton folk, 
‘and ‘they let theraselvos go with a ven: 

ance, Forgotten wore the disasters of 

season already; like all home 
crowds, thoy were optimistic at the start 
of the ‘season. Whether thoy remained 
#0 depended on tho team. : 

‘For, although tho gate was a big one, 
everyone know tho Rovers were “ 
trial.” There wero loyal supporters 
recent who remerabered when they had 

@ proud First, Division team, with 
three Interhationals Sghting in’ their 
ranks, and these stuck to the club 
through thick and thin. But the 
majority of the onlookers hnd rolled up 
because it was the first match; and if 
the team did no better than last season 
well, there was the Molborough 
Athietic ground only ten miles away, 
and tho Railton “gates” would suffer in 
‘consequence, 


However, tho town was thero to. give 
tho club a chance, "That was something, 
anyway, after the disappointments of the 
last five seasons. 

Briskly tho Rovers trotted to their 
goal for fivo minutes “shooting-in,” and 
expert eyes studied them eagerly. Tho 
team looked mighty 6t and well, as was 
to be. er with ‘a trainer like 
“Uncle” Bill Nye; but there wer 
plenty of yetorana’ among them—too 
many, it was whispered—and most of 
tho, players were old stories to the 
Railton crowd, 

‘All the defenders, savo the loft-half, 
promoted from last season's reserves, 


had seen years of frst-class football, and f 


burly George Harvoy, the contre-half and 
ckippor, had been with the club for over 
twelve seasons, to everyone's knowledge. 


TOP-SPEED JIMMY, THE NEW INSIDE- 
RIGHT, TURNS A TEAM OF CROCKS 


INTO CRACKS! 


On the other hand, the forward Jing 
was af green as grass fact which had 
given James Brennan, tho genial but 
fhastorful owner, plenty of sleepless 
nights, Thomas, the centre-forward, 
was the only experienced man among 
them, a sound men and a fine shot—pro- 
viding others did the donkey work. 
Under pressuro, however, he became 
surly and durried—by no means an ideal 
man to lead 8 raw attack. 

Of the other forwards, the two 
enews ses Ga! saleby were al 
youngsters, ‘willing and | tough. 
Which was all. ‘What they didn’t know 
about the finer points of Lesgue football 
added s few more furrows to the dour, 
weather-besten face of “Uncle” Nye, 
and mado him utter strange words as hs 
danced on the touchline. 

Rumours were flying around that « 
new star forward was to, be brought 
to strengthen the line, but 20 far, he 


had not materialised. Altogether, for 
the first match of the season, at | 

the Rovers raiding squad was a 
tinctly creaky proposition. 

Still, there was young Jimmy Brennan, 
And ‘the watching “crowd. raised a 
chortle of delight an they saw tho strap- 
Ping youngster with tho crisp red hair 
and neat movements of a born. foot- 
baller, trap the ball prettily and rain 


homes scorcher into the net. 
“Wow! That's tho stuff, boy 
‘There waa no secret about it—he was 
player they had como to sce. 
‘and. as 


on to the turf. 
For tho last threo seasons his lightning 
raids ond deadly shooting at 
inside-right had been tho 
mainspring of the powerful 
Clayton School team, making 
them the most formidable 


Tigh 
it, 
f him as another 


0 
Bitty 

Born and bred in Railton, it was only 
natural that one day he should step into 
the team whose fortunes his family had 
ruled since its foundation; and Railton 
poatall: conped dollewed bs steel 
tslumphe with open joy. Despite. tho 
Gitterenco in. the clase of football, they 
expected a lot from the boy, even in his 
first “big” season. And, although, hie 
cheerful freckled face hid tho fact, 
Jimmy knew it, 

“Good shot, Jimmy 1” 

“You do that in the match, oF Tl tan 
your hide!” threatened Reynolds, the 
Hiant "keeper, as he heaved tho ball at 
the grinning youth, 

“Yoh!” chuckled jimms, nodding the 
leather to Payton, the tall, leggy youth 
who partnered bim on the right wing. 
“Call yourself a goal—” 
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Phecep! 
It was the referoe's whistle calling for 
the tors. Harvey turned and ran to 
wards the entre, whore he shook hands 
with Ue Redbutn skipper, and 
the coin into the air. Forty thousand 
pairs of eyes followed it anxiously, and 
unother cheer broke out as Harvey 
smiled and selected his. goal, 

Railton had won the toss! 

“Gosh, Jimmy, I'm windy” muttered 
Paxton, ‘2a tho men ran to their places. 
Ut was his first gamo tho soniors, 
too, and though he was threo years older 
than Jimmy, his face was ‘whito and 
suained. dhinmy gripped his arm, 

“So'm I, chump!” bo breathed. 
“Don't show it, though! Remember 
our stunts, and we'll be 0.K.’ 

‘Next moment he was at tho circle, faco 
grim, a8 he glued his eyes to the Red- 
hurn'insido trio. ‘Thera was a moment’s 
rilence, a shrill whistle. ‘The Redbura 


Tino swa; To the tuno of a solid 
roar, both sides mapped inte action. 
Instantly, the bellow of the crowd, 


rising swittly to ® high note, mado 
Jimmy's head reel. He saw tho ball 
running in front of tho Rodbura inside: 
left, Micked out @ foot instinctively, and 
Wooked it away; flipped it to Thom: 
and started for @ gap between the half 
hacks. Somehow the ball camo back 
to him, a red shirt appeared at his 
nhoulder, But in, that split second, he 
saw Payton streaking along the tou 
ne Hike a deer, and—whunip !—his own 
foot hit tho leather, 

Like a brown line drawn across the 


back. 

n'a body, the other Roxer forwards 
raced) toustde goal) toad for the 
centro; tho crowd roused thomselves in 
mighty cheer, and then, as tho Ted- 
barn’ right-back ‘came across, Paston 
grew nervous and lost his head, With 
Yards to movo in, and plenty of time, 
iio drove n wild kick af the ball, mis 
timed it, and—— 

e Oho! 

A wail of disappointment rose to the 
hhonvens asthe Dall” sliced ‘harmlessly 
behind the poste, 

Payton’s faco looked ghastly, But 
steady Georgo Harvey's voice boomed 
across the field. 2 

“Dad tuck, young ’un. ‘Try again!” 

an the rie coleaders, sti “er 
fo. tho coro by that lightning. attac 
from their own kick-off; grimaced at 
each other, : 

“Mark the redhoad 1” whispered their 
skipper to his halves. 

‘hoy nodded grinaly. 

Mark him they did. But they bad 
their hands full.’ kick-off came to 
Harvey, who drew a man and slid the 
Joather to Thomas. Instantly Sinumy 
darted to clear spot, took tho ball, 
{cinted to sting it oulsive, and, instead, 
rapped it across to Miller, tho inside- 
eft ‘Tho criss-cross moveivent, opened 
tho Rodburn defenes badly, with Thomas 
heading straight for goal; but just as 
tie contro steadied himeelf for a shot, 
a back came desperately into the picture 
ind cleared, 

"SAVill you mark that redhead !” hissed 
the Redburn skipper. “That's twice he’s 
started something.” 

“Go it, ladal k it to ’emI* 

‘Tho Railton stands wre blazing with 
enthusiasms, aud up “ia the pavilion 


James Brennan noddcd to the man next 
to him, 

“He'll do, Phili” 

Philip Broppan, his brother and 
Timmy's uncle, chuckled quietly. 

“He's great! Ob, well 

‘The youngster had tho bal 
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time hie dribbled clear and gave it to like 


Payton » sccond belore he was grassed. 
Away raced tho winger, only to lose 
‘control once more a: the critical moment 
and see the bsil sail downfield again. 
‘Back come the Rovers, left-wing run- 
ning tho ball now. For » moment it 
looked as though Miller would do somo- 
thing, but jest when 2 neat pass to 
‘Thomas mi 0 led to something the 
1d stumbled and muffed it badly. ‘The 
Dall was lost,” Railton’s luck was right 
‘Then Atkins, at outsideleft, tried a 
un, hung on too long, and was forced 


into touch. Some brisk midfield play 
sent Jimmy and Payton away er, 
and a good contre swung across the field 
to Mil 


‘As ono man the Railton stands leapt 
to their feet, cheering hoarsely. It was 


a goal—it must be, for tho inside-left 


had the ball to bimself, and ‘Thomas, 
at centre, was unmarked An accurato 


tamely ' against the centre-forward’s 
hicols, ond © groan went up as a frantic 
defender whacked it out of play. 

Rot with anger Thomas whipped 
round. 

“Call that football !” he baled; at 
which Miler winced and fell back, dis- 
heartened. 

‘Looking round quickly Jimmy noticed 
that Payton looked hopeless and Atkins 
‘A sudden sick dismay filled his 


‘That last failure was dieastrous. With 
truc footballing instinct he realised that, 
within ten minutes of tho kick-off the 


A good controformard might ave 
rallied the youthful forwards and wolded 
thom into a But, blocked at every 
turn by the visitor's contro-half, Thomas 
grow disgruntlod and  wild—triod 
broak through on bis. own, ‘Tho Mil 
Atkins wing faded right away, Pe 
fad lost himself completely. ‘Sime 
again Jimmy, ficry-oyed, stormed 
way through, the defence by shoor pace 
and footwork that brought down’ the 
house, yet at tho finish he found every 
colleaguo marked or out of place, and 
the Redbuen goal hopelessly cove: 
‘Gradually the visitor's half-backs took 
charge, and their long-negiccted for- 
wards bogan to soe tho ball. Before long 


ploy settled permanently in the 

Rovers’ half; atlack aftor _ attack 

weaved and swayed towards goal, 
In quick succession Reynolds 

a shot behind the posts, fisted out 

went full length to a third. 

‘The veteran defence, making up in 


judgment what they lost in 


fought gallantly and well. But the 
Rodburn forwards were an efficient lot, 
who knew each other's play, and their 


ball-control waa deadiy. 


Reynolds helpless. 


“Goalf Goal!” 

Qne dowa | ‘Two minutes to half-timot 

‘Tho crowd let out « half-hearted cheer 
as the Rovers lined up 5 
seemed plain that the team was no 
otter than last year. The attack was 
putrid. Now, if the defence was going 
to break—_ 

‘A sudden Joyous yell—tho thundor of 
forty thousand people roaring at once. 
‘Bho, Rovers wero atiacking “again—ab 
ast 


Stung by that goal, their forwards 
had. burst through tho Redburn lino 
straight from tho kick-off, and now were 


gliding betwoon the halves, 
He 


‘Thomas had tho ball, assed it 


With  catlike leap the Redburn 
‘keeper got to it and punched it out. 
‘Tho ball fell at the foet of « full buck, 
qrho turned in a twinkling to clear. “His 
boot hit the leather solidly; ‘but even as 
it few upwards Jimmy flashed id 
the Dall hit him in tho ribs, kaoekiog 
the breath clean from his lungs. 

‘Half-dazed and gasping, tho Ind went 
stumbling through, tho ball at his toes, 
tho ficld spinning horribly. Yet, 
through the ‘mist before bia eyce, he 
could’ seo ‘Thomas sidling in towards 
goal, unmarked, a fow yards ahead. 

How ho managed it he never know; 
but somehow ho pulled himealf upright 
steadied tho ball just long enough, an 
then guidod it prettily through the macl- 
strom of legs and rod jersoys—straight 
to that waiting Gure in Sackond-w 


Came the thump of » boot mecting 
loather, « rocking, bellowing chorus all 
round "the ground, then the reforoo's 
whist 


Goa-oal 1” 
Jimmy went down in a heap! 


‘The Rovers’ New Star 1 


“ RE you all right, Jimmy t” 
Wy, We en 


tablo, with Bill Nye massag- 

. ing ‘his ribs vigorously, 
Jimmy looked up, to seo his father 
and uncle come bursting quickly through 
the door. 

At sight of the former, faint shadow 
game into the youngster’s eyes. James 
Brennan's complexion, always somewhat 


florid, had a, curiously unhealthy and 
purplo stain in it now, brought on by 
Intenso excitoment, and for a moment 
Jimmy, frowned snsiously. Then he 
grinned. 

“Calm down, dedi” he chuckled 
rudely. “T’m only winded. We got 


that goal, so why worry 1” 
Ho looked up, egain. 


“Hallo, uncle!” 
Philip’ Brennan pressed forward, 
smiling. 


“Hallo, boy! Great work, that! It 


Feinted and pubmed prong Sstueday. op the 
savas distent ro fiestersy Hous 


‘averthenent ot 
dolar ° His pet annum’ Sed tor 
FetGRS detang ang abroMds Saint Birion Ocatfal Neve 


‘Proprietors, 
Frineson, 


= ee aE 
ae eee 


ig Piet 


‘Sole Apeate FoF Auatenlin aed Re 
turd, October 18 


far tensemtlon Gy Chnadls 


ion Stree, Landon, 
ste Poet Rupert ties, 


Teale 


ta, 1950. 


EVERY SATURDAY 


Lpef- 


By a fraction of s second only, the custodian’s despairing fist beat the==, 
lorward’s head, and the ball sal ray” where Jimmy jon was racing F 
at top 3 


az your goul, though Thomas scored 
Re 

Ho spoke in his usual quiet draw! and 
patted his nephow’s baro shoulder with 
‘a strong brown hand, 

“He's all right, Jim 1” James Brennan 

growled with Folie. 
"Apart from their size, aid a certain 
likeness about the jaw, there was little 
to toll that tho two’ tal] mon were 
brothers, for “Mr. Philip,” as everyono 
called him, with his grizaled hair and 
dark, suntanned face, made a strong 
contrast to the bulky rubicund owner of 
the Rovers. 

‘Very different, too. had been thoir 
careers up to now. Unlike James, who 
had never loft ingland in his’ life 
Philip, Brennan had spent, most of h 
time in Afri, where he had married 
and—it was rumoured—piled up a.ncat 
Jittle fortune, trading in Zululand. Up 
till a few months'ago, Jimmy had nevor 
set eyes on hitn. but then his unclo had 
roturned to the Old Country to settle 
down in his native town for good. 

‘And with him camo his twenty-year 
old son, Tony, a handsome and hefty 
South African, Jimmy’s cousin. Tony 
fas going up to Combridge to study 
law. 

Tn the short time he had been in 
Railton, Philip bad made himself 
quietly popular with | evervong "and 
sithough he know a little about Soccor, 

soon proved himself a typical 
Brennan in his support of the Rovers. 


It was a new toam that trotted out for 
tho second half, umid o tempest of 
cheering; a forward line thet was 
charged with new spirit. 

‘That last minate of the first half, 
and the dashing, combined goat had 


told its talo. 


Thonias looked slightly 
flushed about the gills, but Atkins, 
Miller, and Payton were alert and cou: 
ident as they lined uj 

raw attack had tasted 


Biockb® Rovers 
ood. 

“Rovers! Now, then, Rovers!” 

“On tho ball, Railton” 
| Straight from tho kick-off, the whole 
lino whirled goalwards in a smashing 
foray. They were beaten off, and the 
ball sailed back again, but in a second 
Barvey had cleared his lines and Jimmy 
was darting and side-stepping through 
the Redburn attack onco more likes 
red-haired fury, his finishing shot 
seraping the bar ‘with the goalie beaten 
a mile. 

‘Those who watched that game that 
afternoon wero lucky, for they saw 
new star dawn on the football world ! 
Boy though he was, ail Jimmy’s natural 
talent came into its own, lending magic 
to his twinkling feet. 

‘The crowds round the ground roared 
his name continuously, yelled to him to 
seore, chuckled with hilarious dolight 4s 
hho tricked the United’s left-half time 
and again, to draw the full-back, and 
pass accurately, always to an unmérked 
mad. Tn veteran style, he nursed 
ton ‘along, changed places with him, 
came back again, bobbed up every: 
whero he was least expected. 

The bedly rattid Redburn defenco, 
playing grimly. together under the 
strain, waited for the pressure to rela: 
But it didn’t! Instead, ten minutes 
from the re-start, a dazzling, tricky 
stunt by Jimmy and Payton opened up 
a wide gap in the United lines, through 
which Thomas raced to score his second 
goal end put the home sido ahead. 

Beforo the cheering had quite died 
away, a corkscrew dribble, neat 
hackheel, and a quick centre saw Jimmy 


out on his own near the penalty line. 
Gn tho run, ho unged the ball nero, 
Miller got ‘his head ‘to it, the keeper 


jumped, and— 
“Goal! Goall Well done, Jimmy. 
Well played !” 


i up. 
Time went by; the United's defence 
began slowly but suroly to crack. A 
ship. by” tho” Rover's fullback lot the 
the visitors in to score ® second goal, 
but within « minuto Railton had theit 
advantage back, Atkins racing in 
the wing likes streak of light to pick 
up a crots-pass from. Jinimy and suash 
i yome at two yards range. 
And then the Redoxirn defence went 
definitely phat! 42 and afew 
utes to go! ‘The eiowe wero shout- 

ing to. Jimmy now (o."score ono. for 
himeelf,” and. Jimmy, hot taco. aglov 
was doing his best, "For the lest. hal 
hour he. had’ boon a. tightly marked 
mien, and his shoulders and legs ached 
{com Roda’, heasy tasking But hs 
long, steam Tin eto fll of Ifo seh 
and Nov meant to! brea hia duck) of 
nist 

His chance caino less than a minute 
front tine. Down the left wing came 
Atking, with the Rovers’ for: 
tearing, into ‘position and the Unitod 
joggedly packing their goal. Over 
came the centre.» Miller nd the gow. 
Keeper rose together. Dy a fraction of 
a\second only, the enstodian's despairing 
fist beat tho forward's head, and the ball 
skidded wildly ‘away--to. where Jimmy 
Faced in at top speed. 


Then from. every Railton threat 
round tho ground ross a Joud 
triumphant hoot 
“'Shoo-co-oot, Jimmy!" 
Jimmy shot.’ " The ball, with every 
‘Tue Masser Lisnant—No. 1.18%, 
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punea of his weight behind it, hissod 
through the crowd of players. "He had 
barely a foot square to aim for; but 
that was sufficient; and, straight as a 
string, tho leather frimed | past. the 
"koeper’s arms and nicked in berieath 
the crost-bar. 

‘Through the bedlam of riotous cheer- 
ing came tho shrill squoal of the final 
ttltistie. ‘The Rovers had won. their 
first mateh. 

‘That evening in Railton thero was but 
fone. topic of conversation—Jimmy 
Bronnan, tho new star, who had trans- 
formed ‘weak forward-line into a 


at least, in tho town 
with uncasinéss 
and venom in their voices. 


‘The Forged Cheque 
HE villain—tho low cur!” 
Mr. James Brennan, the 
owner of Railton Rovers, lay 
back in bis padded | chats, 
staring at tho wall before him with 
uunsoving eyes. 

Tt was ‘Tuesday night—three days 
aflor tho Rovers splondid victory—-and 
in half ht would strike, 
Long reat houso had relapsed 
into shu nd darkness, for Jisnm} 
und the sereants had gone to bed. 
Only from Brennan's awa private roo: 


caine the faint glow of @ reading-lamp, 
whose beams wero so shaded they 
reached the tall french 

in tho night tho faint 

igs of an approaching storm 
rolled across the sky, But the man, in 
ring anger, was deaf to ‘tho 

vist) blind 19 tho eqrafort-around biwn. 


nly mutior over and over 
spores 
villain—the 


low eur—tho 


His brain ached with weariness, for 
tho day had been long and arduous. 
AAvort from, the sual training on the 
Rovers’ round, a special practice had 
boon arrniged, and afterwards. there 

al been. Jong consultations with 
"Uncle ” Nye and George Harvey—tho 


THE MAGNET 


men whose football advice the 
jexigl, but “headstrong owner ever 


Bill Nye’s words had been emphatic. 

“A new centre forward, that’s 
what we want. Thomas is our best 
man; he’s a fino shot but a rotten 
leader. pats leader we sat have. 

‘th ono. good, experienced man in 
tho iniddle and young Jimmy to back 
him up, we'll have the youngest, finest, 
and fasiest ine in football.” 

James Brennan had agreed. He 
knew the man for the job, too-Cowan, 
of Oldham Athletic, The transfer prico 
Srould be pretty sti, it was truer but 
ho thought he could just manage to 
find it, 

“ Anything to set us right again!” he 
ges ter eg erg 
Dank Yor his books, planning to wrestle 
with the figures that night in the peace 
BE his study. 

And vow— A grim chuckle sud- 
donly burst from his lips. Cowan, of 
Oldman “Athletic, would not play’ for 
tho Rovers this season! 

On the old: feahisn bureaw be: 
him a HM pile of documents lay— 
bank receipts, a balance-shect, and 
passbook. “In one burly fist he gripped 

E'pink slip of paper, with his signatures 
on back and front, 

“Ruinod—onded!” ho whispered 
softly ood 1 nisheed ¢ 
And’ all through a treacherous hound !” 

‘Pho cheque in his hand was_an open 
one, mado payable to bearer for threo 
thousand pounds—practicall all tho 
money he hed in the world. “The signa- 
tures on both sides were forgeries. 

‘Ana tho cheque was dated yesterday t 

Skilful, beautiful forgeries—the work 
of w muster hand. No wondor tho bank 
had been deecived into paying up! 
Yet who had presented” the etreque? 
He knew, who had forged it well 
enough, but who had actually collected 

+ Te mst have. Seon some- 


they would havo 


surely 
ies before handing over so large 


made 


yn cluurned monotonously 
Bitterly he cursod 
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self for not having gone through #0 
books before, when the bank had been 
open; but ho had been too busy. Tt 
Was {09 late todo anything now—ho 
would haye to wait until the morning. 

Then his big muscles rippled. 

* ‘This finishes him, too!” he taut: 
tered., “There'll be no mercy this 
time i” 

Picking up the scattered papers and 
the ‘cheque, Jumes Brennan  plodded 
wearily to tho great ouk mantelpic 
His fingers fumbled “at. the care 
and immediately a panel slid back, dis- 
closing # small safo from which he drew 
out a faded snapshot. 

It was tho photo of a young man, 
handsome, but with something weak an 
sullen about his faco; and as Brennan 
Studied ity his own darkened. savagely. 

“Well, you've done it; stabbed me, in 
the back!” ho. muttered, “iis eyes. like 
shits. "But if F go into’ the gutter, by 
Heaven, T'l-see you in gaol first, ‘you 
dog Thank tho saints Mary never 
fived—" 

His head went up quickly; his body 
grew rigid, For @ moment ho listenod 
fotently,. thon “quick "as, lightning he 
tian Tapers, potnaraph, dnd tHe in 
criminating cheque in the’ safe, losing 
the pancl Av swift, silent leap took 
hhiin {0 the lamp; the room was plunged 


in darkness. Still as a statue, ho 
waited beside the desk, 
Tho sky outside, was suddenly ront by 
Streak of flame; a clap, of 
thunder "followed ‘ash 
caine swiftly, and this time Brennan 
tensed himself and Aight: 
lipped. 
Somchody was breaking in, ‘The 
frouch window clicked and ‘opened 
softly. 


(Well, chums, you've met sparktini 
Fimmy'Bregnan, and I guess you lik 
Kim no end. With ruin staring his 
father in the face it looks as though 
there's some very hard times ahead for 
this Ncet-footed forward and. his club- 
mates. There ave, too; and Jimmy’ 
going to v6 in the thick of tem! Mae 
ure of reading next week's gripping 
instalment by ontering your Magner 
well in adewnce! ) 
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fF, 
Substitute Required (f ° Pete LATEST 
to take my place at a sound WHARTON, 
thrashing in Quelchy’s study at PAR. 
4.30, Queichy will supply the y) Cl i LAG c ’ A 
thrashing and the substitute the 
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October 18th, 1930, 
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"much object to 
by tho name of 
‘will not stand | th 


had broken in, and Prout 
sprang from our beds, and 


1 Horace ‘Coker—Pry Miniater of 


‘England, 
Mark” Liniey—A schoolmaster. 
Tt ia tho droam of my life to 


‘Here wo 


Warton, ©Wiy ahold Bolen ai bombe|® Jel (ste belter than tbe | mina 
; anne ee be ee 
thoy're. after me,” explained Coker simply, “They 
ide tan ipecheunco UT Marled on 'em" sgtely bas been formed sme 
Have no fear, my boys!” boomed Prout, joining us on the| Form.” This sostoty, called ‘th 
Bite toeiely’ w eperats erusioal with © revelver-thats fand Ancient " Association 


of Fogs, is open to all mombers of 
\beerved Cherry sarcastically, “ it's quite| 
“guts Theis wowing’ to be eal 


Billy Bunter—I shall be a I 
jentolman, ab Bunter 


hat Twill 
great fortune, 
‘my famous Winchester 


saw Biggs Minor there, But what 
do you think ? When. 

to the follow to pload 
to this. 


a 
But—ob, my misery | 


‘and Third For ‘To think that not @ cramb of tuck ‘be brighter, for wi 0 

Be Second and, This Forme whe |" Belongs to hvtel BET Bee my merit booms, Thope to be 

passago, I think,” said Wingate, Day. ———— By’ the :| & writer of short opitaphs for 
“Hel Follow sol enected Mz.) Fi you question stout syntax, ete.,} - tombe, 


Prout. to. 
‘No. 22—When soon 
master 
oe 


by. 0] Bas aed se wot rant tobe 
op. . 


‘hove| vory much older, 


ng, | Alonzo Todd,—-A missionary to the 
concibal islands. Iain 


eter Todd.—A KC, 
‘Customer). 


(Continued from previous column, 


| Leould fing the owner, Perhaps 
you would bo kind enough to 


(Continued ct foot of next column.) 


